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** See, here are the adventures of a very charming lass.” 

By F. C. Philips, Author of ‘As in a Looking-Glass. 

The characters are crisply sketched, the touch is true and bold ; 

The story’s fresh and full of go, and capitally told. 

Why is it bound in lavender? I am astonk//£‘d? — 

Why ‘ lay it up in lavender,' when bound to be well read.”— 

“ The story is one of modern life, and, in happy contrast to most stories of the 

kind, there is nothing offensive in it The heroine, Marcia Conyers, is a fine 

girl, thoroughly English and perfectly natural. • . • • It is a pleasant, chatty story.” 

Vanity Fair^ 

“ It contains at least one male character fit to rank in a gallery of * types,' and it 
gives us a true and perfect sketch of that most difficult of all women — a good woman. 
It is certain tluit Mr. Philips has a perfect mastery over that subtle instrument — a 
woman's character ; he knows all her chords ; he can bring out by a single touch all 
her sweetest notes ; in the whole range of feminine liarmonies he never falters once. 
Marcia Conyers is a noble study of English girlhood. .... It is impossible to prais« 
Mr. Philips’ style too highly ; it is brilliant, full of colour, yet crisp and concise. H%t 
docs not affect ordinary humour, but his wit is incisive. .... The talc runs smoothly 
from first chapter to last, and the interest is kept up to the end. * A Lucky Young 
Woman ’ is in .short a brilliant novel of the very best kind. It places the author in the 
first rank of English novelists.” — St. Stephens Review, 

** If Mr. Philips is a realist, as some of his critics declare, he is, at any rate, free 
from the oppressive gloom which pervades the works of many followers of that school. 
We can bestow unstinted praise on the unflagging spirit and genuine humour wifh 
which Mr. Philips tells his story. Sir Hugo Conyers, a sort of aristocratic Pecksniff, ■ 
is an exceedingly clever sketch ; while Marcia, the ‘lucky young woman,’ is an ex- 
cellent specimen of a high-.spirited and straightforward girl.” — Aihenmum. 
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“ Clever beyond any common standard of cleverness .” — Daily 7 'elegraf>h. 

“ Remarkably clever, full of sustained interest. ’ — IVorld. 

Marks a distinct epoch in novcI-making^.” — St. Stephen s Re^neiv. 

There are ingenuity and originality in the conception of the book, and power 
in its working out.” — Scotspnan. 

“A powerful traged3% a portfolio of character skctche.s, and a diorama of society 
scenes. Its characters are all real and living personages.” — Clohe, 

“This original and realistic novel is distinctly clever.'’ —Morptip/g Dost. 

** It will be praised here, censured there, and read everywhere ; for it is uncon- 
ventional and original and in every sense a most attractive and remarkable novel.” 
—-Life. 

“ That Mr. Philips story nas hit the public ta.ste is sufiicicntly evident from the 
fact that it has reached a second edition before we have fouiul time to notice it. Its 
success is not a.stoiiishing ; for it show's abundant cleverness, much knowledge of 
some curious phases of life, and a real insight into certain portions of that mysterious 
organ, the female IxcaecV’ St. Jaities's Gazette. 

“ Mrs. Despard is her own heroine in these pages, and confides to her diary the 
doings and sayings of her daily life, and, with singular unreserve, the motives which 

influence and shape her actions He paints this woman as she is. I'lie story 

is so shrewd and graphic, and Mrs. Despard is so cleverly wicked, that it would he a 
comedy were it not ahvay.s working up to a possible tragedy .” — Literary Wop-ld. 

“The pictures of life at Monte Carlo arc very clever, and indeed the hook is 
throughout exceedingly'' graphic ; the book has a certain value as revealing the real 
condition, the opinion.s, and the life of a considerable section of the wealthy pleasure- 
loving world of the day,” — Pictorial World, 

“ Unless Pope was a terrible libeller, which perhaps he was, every woman is at 
heart a rake. Mr. Philips does not prove tlic truth of his motto in the cunningly 
devised fable which hears the appropriate title ‘As in a Looking-Glass;' but he 
certainly draws the reflection of an accomplished rake who is at the same time a very 

Voman Mr. Philips’ story is a work of art, and, being much superior to the 

rough sketches of an average novelist, it discharges tlie true function of every work 
of art by representing things as they actually arc, and teaching the observer to dis- 
criminate between appearances and realitie.s.” — Saturday Revieiv. 
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SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 


THE TIGER’S EYE. 

Colonel Vandeleur was an officer who, on many occa- 
sions, liad done a good (hail more than smell powder. 
As a mere hoy, fresh fr(3m Eton, he went out straight 
to tljo Crimea, and got his first promotion for heading 
a litthi party of volunteers who captured a rifle-pit 
and from it turned the enemy’s line hy taking them in 
flank. This distinguished service liad marked liim out 
A ery early in liis career, and he Avas one of those whose 
interest at the Horse Guards had been strictly due to 
l)ersonal merit, and not to priA^ate inllucnce. 

At the time of our story he was still in the prime of 
life, capalde of any amount of liardship and fatigue, a 
keen sportsman, and, among men at any rate, a universal 
favourite. Nor were his good looks spoiled in any way 
hy his glass eye. Some sand, thrown up by a Ilussian 
shell which had burst in the trendies, had struck him 

ij 
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in the face, and his right eye had to be sacrificed. In 
its place he carried an eye of glass, which was perfectly 
well matched, and almost defied detection, his own 
features being, as a rule, if not exactly stolid, certainly 
very far from vivacious. 

He had made but one mistake in life. At the age 
of forty-five he had married a girl of eighteen, and he 
was now playing Hercules to her Omphale, and the 
veriest slave of her caprices, down to the slightest 
detail. The match had been a matter of regret to 
all his friends, many of whom had found that tlu; 
young wife’s intolerable self-assertion and jietulance 
made it almost impossible for them any longer to 
see their old comrade, except on rare occasions at tlie 
club. 

Now, it so happened that the t-olonel and his wife 
were staying at the Bedford Hotel at Brighton, and 
that Sir (ireville Sykes was also fixed in quarters at 
the Old Ship. Vaiideleur and Sykes had known each 
other for some years, and so it was only natural that 
the Vandeleurs coming across Sykes at Mutton’s should 
ask him to dinner, and afterwards see a good deal of 
him, and that they should make u]) between them, more 
or less, a little party of three. 

A stroke of luck had befallen Vaiideleur. An old 
uncle, a retired cliief clerk in Chancery, had died 
suddenly, leaving him all his money. Ninety-five 
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thousand pounds is a very comfortable sum. The 
sooner you get it out of tlie hands of the lawj^ers and 
into your own, tlie better. So Vandeleur was always 
liurrying uj^ to London, and, as he expressed it, pegging 
away at the musty old dullards of Lincoln's Inn 
Fields. 

One day lie lind a downright explosion with tlie 
second partner of the eminent linn of Tail, Tail, 
Eemaindcr, and Tail, and had even gone the length of 
threatening to transfei* his business to the younger and 
^quicker hands of ^Messrs. Sliortcroft and Laid. This so 
teiTified the man of tape, that he not only promised to 
wind the whole business uj) in a. fortnight, but actually 
-suggested a cheque for a couple of thousand pounds for 
^tny little immediate needs, and, wliat is more, drew 
the document and signed it. 

This is jolly," said Vandeleur to himself. “ It 
is now only twelve, and 1 (‘an easily be back for 
^linner." 

So first he drove uj) to the bank and cashed the 
cheque ; then he paid the bulk of the money into his 
•own bank ; and then he had some sherry and a caviare 
sandwich at the llag. Next he strolled up into Ilond 
•Street and made some purchases — some gloves, a brace- 
let, and a sunshade — for his wife, together with a most 
charming silver chatelaine. And for himself^ half a 
•dozen boxes of cigars, and a walking-stick to which. 


r> 2 
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he took a fancy. Then he returned to his club to 
lunch. 

Being much encumbered with the dust of travel, he 
set to work about his ablutions in earnest, and before 
commencing them removed his glass eye. It somehow 
slipped through his fingers, fell Avith a crash on tlie 
stone door, and splintered into a thousand fragmojits. 

Now, it is not so easy, as Vandeleur knew, to get a 
glass eye at a minute’s notice. You must de^mte a 
morning to the carrying out of such a matter, and have 
your own eye very carefully matched. It is as trouble- 
some an undertaking as a visit to your dentist. Ho he 
resolved to make a second visit to London next week, 
and bring up his Avife, with rartc hlnnchc to ransack 
I5ond Street and Begcnt Street on her oAvn account'. 
Meantime, he hurried round to the eminent taxidermist 
who had always set lAp all his big game fw him, and 
explained his position. 

“ I don’t Avant to go doAvn to Brighton AA’ith a gi’ccn 
]iatch, you know,” he observed. “What can youVlo' 
for me ? ” ■ 

“We don’t keep human eyes, sir. ' You should go to 
an oj)tician’s or a surgical instrument maker’s.” 

“So I Avill Avhen I am next in town, or will come up 
on purpose to do it. But Ib e only tAventy minutes in 
which to catch my train, so you must fix me up 
somehow.” 
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The shopman hesitated, but at last produced a box 
■witli trays full of eyes of every kind. One was at last 
selected which fitted fairly well. 

“ It will do,” said the Colonel, as he looked at him- 
self in the glass. “ At all events it is better than 
nothing. What beast was it meant for ? ” 

“ A tiger, sir.” 

Tlie Colonel laughed as he took his change. “ Begad, 
I ought to have known it,” said lie, “without being 
told ! If any one knows a tiger’s eye, it’s your humble 
iservant. I’ve shot them, all ! by the score, the brutes.” 

The shopman thought his customer was bouncing, 
.and was just about to giggle, wlien lie suddenly looked 
■■at the Colonel, seemed to catch an awkward expression 
" in his features, and recovered liimself abruptly. 

Away rattled Vandeleur in a quick hansom to 
VictoriaK, “Drive sharp !” he said. When deposited at 
the station, he tendered the Jehu his legal fare. Tlie 
fellow looked at it in disgust. “ Why, what’s this ? ” he 
Avas beginning, when he suddenly seemed to think 
Jietter of it. “Beg your pardon, sir; I was a-th inking 
it was from Camberwell.” And he clambered into his 
seat, and went meditatively away. ' 

“ I’d as soon drive the devil hisself,” he said, when 
he joined his friends upon the rank. “It was awful. 
Talk of Mr. Newfield ! He can look at you and reckon 
you up, he can, But no beak in London's in it with. 
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this cove, ‘ Six mouths,’ I ’card ’im say. Leastways 
I ’card ’im look it. That’s to say, 1 see ’im look it,” 

Innocent of all this, the Colonel purchased an assort- 
ment of papers and seated himself in .'i carriage. It 
was a very odd tiling, he tliought. Actually a lady 
who was in the same compartment whispered something 
to her husband in a state of great excitement. The 
guard was summoned, and they transferred tlieinselves 
to anotlier carriage. “A curious Inisiness,” said the- 
Colonel ; “ th(!y can’t take me for the gliost of Lefroy.”' 
Then the train started, and he settled down to liis- 
pa])ers. 

rroin the station he drove to the Bedford, telling tlie 
porter to bring up his packages. His wife was seated 
in the window, busied with Ouida’s latest effort of ima- 
gination. She jumped up and came to meet him. 

“ I was wondering when you would return,” she said. 
“ 1 thought perhaps you might stop and dine at your 
club, and come down by the last train, or perhaps to- 
morrow morning.” 

“ Why should you think that ? ” he asked, not at all 
unnaturally. It was annoying, when he had come down 
with a lot of presents for her, that she should not lie 
more cordial in her welcome. 

She looked at her husband for a moment, made a step 
towards him, then turned round, threw herself upon 
the sofa, and burst into tears. 
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“ Oh, don’t kill me ! Don’t kill me ! I’v^e been 
dreadfully wicked, horribly wicked, but don’t kill 
me!” 

•X* * * * 

Colonel Vandcleur went back to town that night by 
the late express, and took up his quarters at an hotel 
in fTermyn Street much frequented by him in his 
bachelor days. Next morning he received a short letter 
from his wife, whicli was at once incoherent and yet 
ex])licit. Also it was truthful, which her letters, as a 
rule, were not. 

He meditated a good deal and went round to Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields. Then he went to the club, hunted out an 
old friend, and took him to dinner. They dined Ute-a~ 
Ute, in a private room, and sat talking until very small 
hours in the morning. The consultation over at last, 
the Colonel wrote a letter, and a confidential clerk from 
the office of his solicitors took it down next morning to 
Brighton to make sure of personal delivery. 

“ At my time of life I am averse to a scandal, nor 
have I any wisli to marry again. I have no secrets and 
no attachment or even an ordinary entanglement that 
I have hidden from you. Your position will not be 
affected. Your settlements will remain as they are. 
But I impose one condition on you. You will have to 
live at Southwold, whether you like the place or not, 
and I forbid you to leave it even for a day, except by 
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the written orders of my doctor, who will at any time 
come down from London to see you. 

“I may also tell you that your movements will be duly 
and regularly reported to me. A day will be enough 
for you to make your arrangements. On any business 
matter, however small, you may write to my solicitors. 

“ There is thus nothing that need trouble you. Lor 
myself, I am leaving England, and have no fixed plans. 
If you write to me, I shall refer the letter to my 
solicitors, so tliat you may spare yourself all attempts 
to shake an irrevocable determination. Were you not 
a Protestant, I should advise you to go into a convent. 
As it is, I have done the next best thing for you. 

“ Charles Vandeleur.” 
*•*•**♦ 

Mrs. Vandeleur is much respected at South wold, 
where the curates and the old maids compare her 
troubles and sorrows to those of poor dear Lady Byron. 
Slie is very charitable and immensely energetic, and on 
minor points of parish administration the Kector defers 
to her. 

Colonel Vandeleur himself is yachting and shooting, 
not extravagantly at all, but in true sportsmanlike 
fashion. His hair is grizzled, but he is still as erect as 
a dart, and, as his friends profanely put it, with covert 
allusion to the two principal misfortunes of his life, 
“ his eye is not dim, nor his natural force abated.” 
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ROYAL RECOGNITION. 

From “The Gra'iul” Prmwc, on tour, to H.II.II. the 
Prirwe of Mona, K.Q., on hoard the Yacht “ Alicia f 
Cowes, I. of W. 

Headquakters “ Merriaient Army,” 

Theatre IIoyal, Ryde, I. of W., 

August 7 , 1882 . 

Sir, — I n the first place, I humbly beg to assure your 
Royal Highness of the feelings of respect and devotion 
with wliich I venture to address your Royal Highness. 
Secondly, I have the honour to inform your Royal High- 
ness that I have just taken up a strong position here, 
with a small but admirably equipped and well-drilled 
army, which is ready and willing at the word of com- 
mand to march to the assault of any number of ]i carts, 
■even at the risk of encountering the bursting of laugliter, 
the file-firing of applause, or the volley of encores. 
Thirdly, I ^ compelled by my responsible position to 
respectfully warn your Royal Highness that, on the 
slightest intimation of your Royal Highness’s intention 
to enter into an engagement with me and the troops 
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whicli I have the honour of commanding, I shall (with- 
out further notice) attack the Alicia in force, board 
her, and (if possible) carry her by storm and kill all 
aboard with my new coruscations of wit. 

I am, Sir, with the deepest respect. 

Your lioyal Highness’s 
IMost devoted and obedient Servant, 

AuTIIUU (lUINWELL PkANCE, 

General Ooinmanding-in~Clnef. 


From the Prince of Mo'nu, to “The Grand” 

Prance, Theatre Iloyal, Hyde. 

Yacht “ Aucja,” Cowes, Tuesday. 

The Prince of Mona has received General Prance’s 
■nltimatum, and, in reply, begs to assure him that he is 
perfectly ready to engage the “Merriment Army” at 
9 P.M. to-morrow. At the same time the Mnce con- 
siders it only right to infonn General Prance that he 
will have to encounter, not only the whole of the 
Alicia’s available forces, but also an appreciable con- 
tingent which the Prince has impressed from other 
ships now in harbour. The Prince can promise the 
General a “ warm ” reception. 
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From Lady Goldmine, Steam Yacht “ Pom^wso” Coires, 
to the Hon. Mrs. Bliicsang, Yacht “ Alicia” Covxs. 

August 8. 

My dear Mrs. Bluesaxg, — You will be glad to 
liear that we are aboard the dear Pomposo at last. Sir 
Croesus insisted, on staying in town till this morning, 
owing to that tiresome Egyptian business, and I i>osi- 
tively dreaded the arrival of the post. He was ([uite 
capable of giving up the regatta-week altogether, and 
I couldn’t very well commission the Pomjmso witliout 
him, could 1 , ilear ? You see 1 am quite a sailor 
already. I supjiose it is the result of being on salt 
water, though we are safe at anchor now, and sleep 
on shore, of course. But I am forgetting the object of 
my letter. Will you lunch with us to-morrow, at 
1,30, aboard 1 I’m afraid you won’t get anytliing 
much better than an able seaman’s rations (“junk” 
and “ six-water grog,” perhajps, though what that is 
I don’t know, “ jolly tar ” tliough I am), but I’m sure 
you won’t mind “ roughing it ” for once. Our own 
party is only ten or twelve, and I have not sent out 
many cards, so we shall be quite “ en famille.” 

R.S.V.P. by the pinnace. I was just going to put 
“ bearer ”1 

Ever yours, 

Angelina Goldmine. 
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P.S. — I have just heard, hj the oncred chance, that 
“The Grand” Prance is to sing to the Prince to- 
morrow night. I liear lie is excnmaiiwjhj funny. I 
do so lonuf to hear him. Of course, I have never had 
the chance. I have been taken once, with a deep veil 
on, to the Eldorado; but the Corinthian Saloon and 
the Alcazar are, alas I impossible. And to think 
that a mnl from you to the sweet Princess would 
enable me to hear Prance! And aboard the Alicia, 
too ! 


From the Hon. Mrs. Blaesang to Lady Goldmine. 

Yacht “Alicia,” August 8, 1882. 

Duak Lady Goldmike, — I am sorry to be unable 
to accept your kind invitation to lunch, as just at 
present my time is not my own. A few intimate 
friends of the Prince dine on board to-mon’ow; and 
there is, I believe, to be a little music on deck after- 
wards. Beyond this, I know nothing about 
arrangements. 

Very truly yours, 

Ethel Bluesang. 
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From Orlando Kean Macready Kcniblc Fitz-ltanter, of tTic 
Theatre Royal, Portsmouth, to H.R.H, the Prince of 
Mona, KG., on hoard the Yacht Aliciaf Covjcs, 
Isle of Wiffht. 

August 10, 1882. 

May it please your lioyal Highness, 

Sin, — It has come to my cars, througli sources whicjli 
I deem to he sufficiently trustwortliy, that, but yestei’- 
e’en, a i^erson calling himself '' The Grand ” lhance hnd 
tile inestimable lionour of going through his i)erfor)u- 
ance before your itoyal Highness and a distiiiguisljed 
circle of your lioyal Highness’s “most familiar friends.” 
Although, owing to tlie underhand machinations of n 
cowardly cli([ue, I have as yet been debarred from the 
privilege of appearing before your lioyal Highness on 
the boards of “Old Drury,” the nightly and enthusiastic 
approbation of an appreciative although provim ial 
audience, and the many laudatory critiques which I 
herewith am bold to enclose, encourage me to hojie 
that your Hoyal Highness, in your capacity of the 
most august as well as most eidighteiied ])atron of 
the drama whom old England can boast, will deign 
to coniinand the attendance of the most humble of 
“Her Majesty’s Servants” on board the when 

he will do his utmost to prove that there arc still 
professors of the histrionic art among us capable of 
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interpreting the mind of the Divine Bard, although 
they may not he assisted by unlimited capital or gifted 
with an indistinct utterance and a shambling gait. 

I am, Sir, &c. &c. &c., 

Oklando Kean Mackeady Kemhlk Fitz-Banteh. 

r.S. — I may add that my motives in addressing your 
Boyal Highness are entire! y disinterested. I should not 
.dream of making any cliarge, liowever small, for my 
humble services. 

From A. Manuensis, Esq., Private Secretary to tJiePrinee. 
of Mona, to 0. K. M. K. FUz-Rantcr, Esq. 

Yacht “Alicia,” Amgust lo, 1882. 

SiK, — 1 am commanded by the Prince of 

Mona to acknowledge tlie receipt of your letter. 
H.lkll. has no occasion for the services you are good 
enough to oiler. 

1 am. Sir, &c. &c., 

A. Manuensis, 


From Sir Simon Lohorn, Bart., YaAit “ Nunvelorf Hyde, 
to the Viscountess UheltcnJutm., Gardenia Cottage, 
Cowes. 

August 8, 1882, 

My dear Lady Cheltenham, — Y ou went into such 
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fits of laugliter when we had our little conversation ai> 
the garden party yesterday that I am afraid you thought 
I was joking. It certainly is laughable that a man of 
my means should anticii:)ate any difficulty in being 
elected to the JI.Y.S. But, then, you see, the old fogies 
who work the oracle there knew my father, who, 1 am 
ashamed to say, v'.m* once a navvy, and they can’t for- 
get it, although T have done everything tliat a lavish 
expenditure ran do to efface tlie stigma upon our 
escutcheon. 

Now, 1 have set my mind upon getting into the IhY.S. 
and 1 don’t care what it costs me. I have been duly 
j)resented to the Prince of Mona, and have met him 
once or twice in a friendly way at garden parties and 
smoking concerts. 

So, you see that, if my name happened to cro]> up 
in your next conversation with H.RJI., and you 
happened to say that a man who owns a steam yacht 
of 700 tons, a schooner of 300, and a 20-ton cutter 
(besides being real good company) ought to belong to 
the Squadron, it is very likely that H.ll.H. might back 
me at the election next week. Xo one, however 
austere, could refuse you- anything, I am sure ; not 
even if you were to tell a fellow that life was very 
expensive, and duns very troublesome, and a friend’s 
help very welcome. I know I should be too happy to 
receive any such confidence from Lady C., and to prove 
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myself worthy of it by jirompt action and strict 
secrecy. 

Yours always sincerely, 

SiMOX Lobokn. 

From Lady Chdlrnham to Sir Simon Lohorn, Hart. 

Gardenia. Cottage, Cowes, Atojust 9, 18S2. 

Dear Sir Simox, — Your too funny letter was handed 
to me just as my husband and I were embarking for 
the Alicia. Of course, .1 took it as it was meant — one 
of your amusing practical jokes — and laughed so much 
all the way tliat Lord Cheltenliam (from wliom, of 
course, 1 have no secret) insisted on sliaring the fun. 
Well, he laughed a good <leal, and then showed it to 
the Prince, who also laughed a good deal. But they 
1 loth agreed that the Sq^uadron was too “ fogey ” for a 
jierson of your infinite humour. And then tiiey made 
me read it aloud, and we all roared with laughter. You 
will be glad to hear that the I’rincess was particularly 
amused, ami suggested that you should take it to tlie 
Mediterranean Fleet, and make them all laugh out 
there. I am still laughing, so that I can hardly hold 
mj- j)en. 

Yours, in fits, 

Blanche Cheltenham. 

P.S. — You will be pleased to know tliat my husband is 
still quite able to continue my pittance of ;^SOOO a year. 
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From Hercules Q. Goctlied, Yacht '' Fridc of Columbia I' 
Coiocs, to HJLH, the Prince of Mona, ICG. 

Aurjust 8, 18S2. 

SliJ. — Some twenty years ago you were riding out 
with a party in the environs of New York. You 
sto])ped a few miles from the city and allowed ashabl:>y 
young man to hold your horse while you got down to 
take a look round at the prospect. You kind of took 
to that young man's face; and when he told you ]je 
was walking to New York to make liis fortune, you gave 
him a silver dollar. That shabby young man marked 
it, and invested it on condition that the identical 
coin should be handed back to him if successful. 
Tie was. He lias kept that dollar ever since. Tt is 
now mounted in diamonds, and will descend to his 
fjunily as an heirloom. 

I am tliat shabby young man ; and your dollar lias 
brought me millions. That is, your dollar, vty brains, 
and God's blessing. 

Now, I feel sort of nervous writing to a future 
Emperor and E^ing. I'm not posted in the eticpiette 
of the British Court. But I want you, morc’n 1 ever 
wanted anything, to visit your Hollar, where it hangs 
in my .state cabin. If I could see you there, and shake 
you by the hand, and look at that Dollar meantime, it 
would make me happy. 

G 
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If it can’t be done, I should value the cartes of your- 
self, your consort, and your children. You are a great 
prince, and I am a plain man. But there can’t be any 
much harm in rny saying, “God bless you ! ” 

Hekcules Q. Goaiieo. 

Froni the Prince of Mona to HerciUcs Q. Goahed, Esq. 

Yacht “Alicia/’ Tuesday Eveni)i(j. 

The Prince of IVIona has received Mr. (Joahed’s letter 
with much satisfaction. He encloses the latest photo- 
graphs of liimself, the Princess, and his sons and 
daughters. The Prince will be happy to visit the Dollar 
to-morrow morning at eleven o’clock. 


Notice Board at B.Y.S. Castle, Cowes. 
HONORARY MEMBER, 

Hercules Q. Goahed, Esq., New York Yacht Clul>, 
.schooner yacht Pride of Cohinihia. 

Proposed by II.lt.H. the Commodore. 

Seconded by Lord Cheltenham. 
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NATURAL JURISPRUDENCE. 

ScEXi :. — TJic prini ip((l hedroom o/Mr. rJusTiCE Gjkipi^ek’s 
rill ft at U.dtcr. Tihie^ 2 A.M. HU lordship is dis- 
eorcrcd in bed ^ snoruaj the sleep of the just. He is 
roused. />// the enlru of ]\Ir. Wjlijam SlKES. 

j\Ir. JrsTK'E ^iini'PER {startuifj up in bed). Hullo! 
Wlio’s tliore 

]\1r. William Sikes {thccrfulh/). Only me, guv’nor. 

Mil O. And who the devil are you, sir ? 

Mr. W. S. You’ll know soon enough, guv’nor. {Sits 
f^loini in an easij-eltair.) My name’s Sikes — William 
Sikes of Hoxton. A"our lordsliip knows me and I know 
you. You kcej) fjuiet and civil for once in your life, 
and you’re all right. Ah ! ring the bell, would ye ? I’ry 
that again, and I’ll crack your old Iiead with tlie 
water-jug ! 

Mr. J. (J. {livid vsitli indifj nation). Leave tlic room, 
sir ! 

Aim W. S. {plcas(tnthj). Ah, you always used to like 
to get rid o’ me in a liurry. No ; I ain’t going to leave 
the room, and it’s no good your calling your servants. 

c 2 
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Two of them are jugged in tlie cellar, the t’other’s in the' 
swim. And the women-folk are in bed with the sheets 
over their heads. Fust of all, let's make ourselves 
comfortable. You’re a good judge of a cigar, you are. 
{E.rtracts <t choice refjedia from his fovket, iufhts it, and 
onives h imself a stiff f/lass from a spirit-case on the tal/ei) 
Now, look here, you old pig, do you know me now ? 
You’ve had me to rights once or twice; it’s my turn 
now. 

]\Ir. J. G. You will pay for this, sir ! J never forget 
a face. 

]\Ik. W. S. Don’t you ? Now, take care ; none of your 
wiolent language. You’ve more to thank me for than 
you know of. I’ve two pals with me in this jol). You 
gave one of ’em fom-and-twenty not so long ago, and 
he wanted us to tie you up to the bedpost, shove a towel 
in your old mouth, and give you four dozen. He’d 
a-done it if I hadn’t stopped him. I says, ‘"No,” I says,. 
*'no unnecessary wioleiice; his lordship ’ull do what’s 
right and square. Let’s act judicial,” says I. 

M\\. J. G. You insolent blackguard ! Not so loim 
ago you would all have swung for tlii.s. 

Mlt. "W. y, (with n hroad fjrhi). That job would 
a-suited you, my lord. Don’t 1 see you at it, rolling it 
out, “place from whence you came, proper place of 
execution,” all the rest of it! I’ve heard you never 
take to your dinner so kindly as after a good hanging 
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tnatcli. You a judge ! Ugh ! What was her blessed 
Majesty about ? (Assiuncs cm e^cprcssion of intense dis- 
gust, and cxpcciorcdcs freely^ 

Mu. J. G. I will uut bandy words with you, you 
ruffian. Take what you want, and leave me. 

Mu. W. S. Ensy docs it, guvhior. I'm a-going to 'ave 
a little talk to you — imjaeve the shining hour, you 
know ; and if you ain't civil, blowed if I don’t pass the 
word, and well see how you like a dozen or so. Lord, 
I wo]i(ler at my own meekness, I do. Lut there, 
always was tender-hearted. {Chavges suddady from 
banter to ferocity) Look here, you bald-headed old viper, 
’ow long have } ou been a judge 'i Whab ! you won’t 
answer ? {rises tJemdejiingt y frovi his chair), 

]\ru. J. G. {icitli an effort). Jsine years. 

]Mii. W. S. (producing apiece of rope, and tying knots 
in it ubstraeLd/y). Yes, and you took to the work 
natural. You’ve never missed hanging your dozen a 
year; and as for the stretches you’ve ladled out, if you 
was to add them together, ]\Iethoosaluni 'ud mn^er see 
through it. I’ve a good mind to give you a dozen, 
I liave. (Sivings ike rope rneditatiecly.) Ain’t yer 
ashamed of yourself, you vindictive old sneak ? {Pause 
and silence, d aring udiich Mu. Sikes mixes sonic more 
h ra. 1 1 dy-a nd - ? rata *. ) 

Mk. W. S. {continuing). And you, too ! you jnitting 
down crime ! Why {ivlth intense disgust), there wasn't 
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a bigger rip than you about town, and I believe there 
ain’t now. I know yer. I was in that little job at 
llrompton, I was — Linden Lodge. Yes, I see you 
remember. You was ]Mr. Serjeant Gripper then, and I 
owed you one, young as I was; and so, when we’d 
collared the swag, I stuck all your papers on the fire. 
Weren’t you in a stew next day in court ? 

Mr. J. G. (rifioiislt/). That was you, was it, you 
dog ? 

Mr. W. S. {slappi/no hia Up). Yes, guv’nor ; and 'en; 
we are again. (LaK^Jis.) Well, I never see a judge in 
a nightcap before. {ThoKyhffiill/;) I should like to see 
it drawed a little lower down, uJid tliis ’ere bit o’ rope 
below it. {With, sudden fercx- it >/) Yon hung my own 
uncle, you did, you old butcher ! a better nian than you 
any day. His wife and children was fond of him, and 
that’s more than you can say. And then you talked so 
precious big about gambling being tlie root of all evil. 
Wliy, I’m told you play higher tlian any of the nol)S in 
your lot, and I seen yer with my own eyes idanking it 
down in fifties on the cloth at Doncaster. Ugli ! I’d 
like to make yer get the proclamation agin wice and 
immorality by heart, like the kids do their Catechism ! 

Mr. J. C!. Have you finished, sir ? 

Mr. W. S. I soon shall, my inppin. The best o’ the- 
swag’s in the cart by this time. That’s a nice watch o* 
yours (riswff). 
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Mjj. J. G. {lo'ith something like real dignity). Leave 
that watch, you scoundrel ! 

JMu. W. S. {opening the case). Giv you by Lady Grip- 
per, Ha ! Well, I carn’t ’elj) it, although yer feelings 
does ycr credit. You turned niy uncle off, you know. 
{Attaches the watch to his waistcoat.) Studs — ah ! and 
links. Now, just take ott‘ them rings, becos, if I have 
to help yer, I might hurt yer. {Looks alxnit the room, 
restores its contents to the dressing-hag, and snaps the 
lock.) 1 think tliat’s all ; them candlesticks are only 
plated. I don’t want yer lordship’s letters {examining 
Mr. Justick (Jkii’peu’s coat). Yer ain’t so much cash 
about ycr as I could a-wished. Hows’ever {pocketing 
money and. notes), every little helps. This yere’s good 
gold. I’ll lay {taking up set of artifieial teeth). You’ll 
miss these yere over your toast this morning. Well, I 
must be a-going. 

Mr. J. G. {retaining composure with great effoi't). You 
shall pay for this yet, you impudent villain ! 

Mj!. W. S, {mcnaeingly). Now, you just stow that bad 
language, ’cos I won’t have it — not even from a judge. 
And you look ’ere {composes his face into an expression 
of mock jiulieial solemnity), Joseph Gripper, you’re a 
man of desperate character. You’re a bald-headed 
old sinner. You’ve gambled and you’ve rushed enough 
for a dozen. Yer never did a good turn to anybody in 
your life ; and yer never will. There ain’t a soul who 
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knows you who don’t wish you was dead. There’s soroc 
of the judges {^Huiking his head 2 ^'>’ofoiin(il>/) — your com- 
panions in guilt— as try to be gentlemen in so far as 
their ’orriblo course of life allows of it. Yoxi’ve never 
tried to be a gentleman — it ain’t in yer. Now you 
came to be a judge I don’t know. If you liad your 
rights, you’d be doing time. 1 )o]i’t get purple in tlic 
face, and don’t shake your list at the Courl, or tlic 
Court’ll be sliaking its fist at you. Lord! I’ve hoard 
you so ctften, I can do the trick quite natural. Let 
to-night be a warning to you for the rest of your sinful 
old life, and be thankful the Court hasn’t given yer that 
three dozen. {Here Mi;. SiKKS liijlds a farewell ciejar and 
hccomes fjravc.) Look you here, Mr. dustice Cri])jjer. 
When I was a boy, your father gave mo a month Ihr 
stealing apples. I wasn’t twelve. I picked up in the 
Jug with a lot of fellows as was bigger than myself. 
AVlieii 1 came out, what was I to do? Kohody ’ud 
have a wox’d to say to me. Tlien you prosecuted me at 
('Quarter Sessions, and made it as hot as evci' you could 
for me. Larceny of a coat it was, and I got eighteen 
months. Next time I see yer you was llecorder, 
and next time I see yer you was at the C)ld 
Bailey. I’m a thief, I know I am ; but strilvc me blind 
if I ain’t a better man than you are ! I ain’t so mean, 
I ain’t so greedy, I ain’t so spiteful and wenernous, and 
I ain’t such a liar : I’d scorn it. Now, I’m going to 
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lock yer in, and I hope afore you die you’ll have a wisft 
from my poor uncle’s ,!L»host, as yon made so many jokes 
ovc]*. I sec you a-grinniipi^’ now, you old wolf. 

Iris rye. nnind tlic m;?;/.) Nothing more. If you dare 
to make any noise or to open your mouth for the next 
ten minutes,, ril come hack and stop it for you for once 
and for all. {BUncs oat the camlle, sltats the door after 
Jilin, lories it (Hi the oidsidr, and d(‘srcnds the slaNnl) 

Tile redoctions of Mr. dusticc dripper are for some 
time iK»t marked l)y that lucidity, logical precision, and 
exactitude, nor liave his ejaculations that dignity and 
felicitiidc of (.‘X])ression, upon which he has so often 
heeii complimented hy the public press. 



( 26 ) 


THP] LITTLE MENAGE IN 
SOUTH STLEET. 

(iKOJiOE FATTaiOLME was tliG third son of a rector in the 
shires, whose income allowed him to send his sons one 
after the other to a public school, and then to the- 
university. Th(‘-.se two stagers concluded, the worthy 
rector used to tell eaeli boy in his turn that he had now 
got his start in life and must shift for himself. 

Tins they all somehow managed to do. The know- 
ledge of the llev. Mr. Fairholme was limited. He had 
forgotten all the Ca'eok and Latin he ever knew, and he 
luul never in his life learnt anything else beyond the 
minimum of tlieology required for ordination, at a time 
when bishops were lax, .and when a duke was heard to 
declare, contirming his ducal word with his ducal oath, 
that he would have his negro footman ordained the 
next day if he chose, and offered to bet heavily on the 
event. 

The history of the first son, who was in a marching 
regiment, and of the second, who was in the navy, need 
not concern us. The third, tlirough the interest of the 
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member for the comity, got a nomination to the Foreign 
Office, the clerks in which have chances of better things,, 
and with a little luck occasionally get them. He w u.s 
looking out, when our story commences, for a stroke 
of luck of this kind — a paid attach6-ship, or something, 
of that sort — and by way of improving his iirospects 
generally in that direction, or indeed in any other, he 
decided to make a prudent marriage. Accordingly, 
Miss Constance Thorndyke, daughter of Lord Eustace 
Thorndyke, fourth brother of the Duke of Surrey,, 
became Mrs. George Fairholme. 

Her father, on her wedding-day, gave Mrs. George, 
with tears in his eyes, a pearl and ruby locket. In it 
was a checpie for ;i^ 500 , the half of the sum which the 
devoted parent had extracted from his eldest brother for 
the specific purpose of dowry in ready money. 

How, the expenses of a honeymoon on the Continent 
and many other things incidental to a marriage in good 
society, such as lockets for the bridesmaids, make a 
(lole in five hundred pounds, and when George Fair- 
aolme returned from his honeymoon at Nice, he found 
diat he had difficulties to face which may be briefly thus 
niumerated. 

His pay in the Foreign Office was exactly three 
mndred a year, less income-tax, to which he couhl add 
ibout three or four hundred a year more, which he bad 
io work very hard to make up. In the first place, he- 
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belonged to one or two clubs, and lie played a remark- 
ably good game of whist. He also betted judiciously. 
I’ray let it not be supposed that there was ever a <iues- 
tion about this, even amongst his enemies. Any man 
wlio liiid breathed a word against his Iionour would 
have been laughed at. It lias been .sahl that the 
University Boat-race is the one rowing event that has 
never liceii sold, and, consecpieutly, the public puts on 
its money with contidence, from Croesus who follows it 
ill his launch, down to the costermonger wlio invests 
his dollar and trudges down to Biitney on foot. Aow, 
Uairholme’s play was as much above susjiicion as the 
University Boat-race itself. He also wi otc a little, and 
perliajis, one way and another, his whole income ranged 
from seven to eight hundred a year. 

Let us take the jirr mntra account. As a bacludor, 
he had lived in very eomfortahle lodgings in Byder 
tstreet. He now had to pay for a small house in South 
Street, I’ark J^ane, and to keep three maidservants. 
His wife needed a hired brongham. He could not take 
her out to dinner in a four-wheeled cab, and it would 
have been fatal to his chances to have given u]) 
society. 

Going out to dinner involves giving dinners, and 
there are other cx])enses incidental to Mayfair ; for it 
costs a man witli a house far more to dine at home 
Utc-a-Utc with his wife than it would, if he had the 
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3'eqnisite moral courage, to boldly tabe her to a 
restaurant, and there share ■with her a dinner of the 
same qntdity. 

Thou, too, tliere was his wife’s pin-money, and there 
were rates and taxes and other things of wliicli a 
bachelor iij. lodgings knows nothing. The quarterly 
coal-bill when presented in February is an item to 
make a man groan, even if his cook docs not receive a 
commission on it from the coal-merchant, and Fair- 
holme begaii to think that his wife must be a wonderful 
manager. She never exceeded her allowance, or wanted 
!i eho(jue in advance, or told him of a troublesome bill 
which she had overlooked; and yet they lived in as 
qood style as did friends of his with three or four times 
ins income. 

An end to Ins happiness — a very sudden and sad one 
-came at last. Ilis wife had been with him to a quasi- 
date ball given by the Eussian Ambassador. 'Within 
1 week about a hundred of the ladies who had been 
nesent were seized with typhoid fever. The Lanrd 
ook the matter up, and there was an iuvestiga- 
ion. As there is nothing like accuracy in science, we 
qve its result. It was a scientific “house that Jack 
aiilt.” These ladies had all refreshed themselves with 
ouie vanilla cream. The milk in this cream was 
raced to the dairy in Daleshire which had supplied it. 
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Tliis was a dairy constructed on sanitary principles, 
and visited weekly by a medical inspector, who had 
overlooked the fact that the water supplied to the cows 
came from a well which ought to have been closed some 
years back, and secin-ely bricked over, as the whohi 
sewage of the farm leaked pleasantly into it. 

Among those who were stricken dowm, and whose 
case was hopeless from the fii’st, was Mrs. h’airholme. 

Her husband returned from the funeral looking as 
he had looked for many day.s, at least ten years older. 
The servants instinctively avoided him. The blinds 
w'cre drawn up, and he wandered moodily about the 
liouse like a caged panther. 

There were his wife’s little tropical birds in their 
gilded cage. There was her fernery with its green 
frogs and speckled lizards ; her piano, her WTiting-case, 
her picture on the wall — everywhere something to 
remind him of her, down even to the little silver ink- 
stand she had given him on his last birthday. He had 
luiver been able, poor fellow, to aHbrd her jewellery, 
beyond some little trifle such as a locket or inexpensive 
bracelet on New Year’s Day, or on some other such 
.occasion. Hut, like a good and economical wife, she 
• had hired her jew'ellery for the evening, or when she 
attended a drawing-room, from Messrs. Polonius, of 
J )ond Street. This, she explained to him, was a practice 
as common as to hire a brougham, and Messrs. Polonius, 
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with whom her family had dealt for years, would always 
let her have the same articles over again if she gave 
a few days’ notice, so that, as she used laughingly to 
say, lier friends (juite believed them to he her own, 
and could liardly conceal their envy. 

“ I am a clever little wife, dearest, am I not ? ” slie 
would say, as she put up her face to be kissed before 
lie took her out to some dinner or ball, “ Don’t be 
afraid. 1 won’t drop this pendant. A\niy ” — and here 
■she would clap iier little hands — “ it would cost my 
darling nearly a year’s income.” 

Erom the drawing-room he wandered upstairs, lie 
Avas going to leave that night, and bury himself for a 
month in Brittanv. lie went into his dressing-room 
for a few odd things, and then took a look round the 
bedroom. Suddenly a thought struck him, and he 
rang tlie bell. It was answered by the housemaid. 

“ Send Mary to me,” lie said shortly. Now, ]\lary 
liad been in the family in a double capacity. She 
waited at table and acted as ]\Irs. Fairholine’s maid. 

“ Mary,” he said, •' 1 want the key of the wardrobe.” 
He could not bring himself to mention his wife, even 
indirectly. “ There are some things thei’e which I must 
take back to Mr. Polonius before I go away to-night. 
1 would rather not have them left in the house.” 

Mary turned round to hunt for the key, but her face 
became very pale. 
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“You have Itoeii sitting uji lately,” he said, as slie 
found the key and brought it him. “You may go 
to-night to your peojdc in the country. Wlieii I return, 
I fear you must find another place. Where is tlie 
jewellery ? ” 

]\Iary, paler than over, ])oiuted out a large Itussinii 
leather jewel-case, found him the key of it, ami fairly 
burst into tears. 

“They are all from Mr. I’olonius ?” lie asked. 

“ All, sir,” sobbed Mary. “ Poor dear mistress never 
went anywhere else.” 

And so, with his own valise and with the ca,se of 
jewellery, Kairholme drove .straight to the emporium 
of that prince among diamond merchaut.s, and strode 
into the shop. 

“ This,” said he to tlie junior partner, wlio met him 
oil the mat, “is the jewellery Mrs. Fairliolme hired of 
you. I wish you to check it and give me a receipt. 
You may send in your account at once.” 

The man looked bewildered, but he said nothing. 
He took tlie key Fairliolme handed him, and opened 
the box, remarking — for ho could see h’airholme’s deep 
mourning — that it was a fine day, an observation he 
seemed tS- think might prove inspiriting. 

“ Not ours, sir,” he said, as he opened the first morocco 
case — a necklace of- diamonds and pearls. “These,” 
and he pointed to the name on the white satin inside 
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the lid, arc from Messrs. Triplet. Nor these either ; 
nor yet these. I do not see anything of ours, sir, as 
yet.” 

Evidently bewildered, the man lifted tlie upper tray. 
Mnder it were letters. Tlien, without moving a muscle 
of his face, he was about to ret)lace the tray, when 
i'airholme stopped him, took out tlie letters hurriedly, 
and bogged Jiim to make them up into a small parcel. 
This task the man accomplished, and Fairholme left 
th(*. s1k)[) with the case in liis hand and the letters in 
ins pocket. 

When he laid gone tlie junior partner allo^ved his 
ieatiires to relax into a curious kind of smile. 

Tlie jewels were left at his bankers’, sealed up. There 
were yet two hours for his train from Victoria. So he 
turned into the TMarlborough, sat down at a table by 
the window, and ordered some brandy. He seldom or 
never touclied brandy, so now it settled his nerves, and 
in a mechanical way he opened the packet. 

The letters in it told their own story. The jewellery 
liad not been liired from Mr. Polonius, nor indeed from 
anybody (dse. Every article tliat he had left at .the 
bankers’ had its own little packet of letters. 

I hold that George Eairholmo was doing nothing 
dishonourable in this, though I need not discuss the 
casuistry of the matter. He began with a letter from 
the Duke of Eadnor. The coronet and crest struck 

D 
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him, as he had not the honour of tlie Duke’s acquaint- 
ance, so lie opened the letter and read it. Then he 
read one or two of the others. Then he made a parcel 
of the lot, which he carefully sealed up, and so left the 
club. 

There was still an hour to catch his train, so he had 
time to buy a despatch-box for the letters. He also pro- 
vided himself with cigars and a few other things of 
which a widower does not usually think on the day 
of his wife’s funeral. And then he drove to Victoria. 
Here it became apparent that he had changed his 
plans. Anyhow, he abandoned the idea of Brittany 
and took a ticket to Paris, which he reached soon after 
six the next morning. 

He devoted the day to writing letters, mostly on busi- 
ness. He instructed his solicitors to arrange for the 
sale of the lease of the little house in South Street, with 
all its effects if possible, except a few of his own which 
he specified. He also wrote a short and carefully con- 
sidered letter to Lord Eustace Thorndyke, and another 
to the chief of his department at the Foreign Office, 
mentioning that he sliould probably apply for a fort- 
night’s further leave of absence than he liad obtained. 
This took time, but he did Jiot seem to feel tired, 
although he had been many liours without sleep. 

He posted his letters himself, and then dined at the 
Cafe Anglais. No man ever selected a dinner more 
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■carefully, or drank his champagne more deliberately or 
with greater appreciation. 

His dinner finished, lie lit a cigar, then drove to the 
Varictds. Judic played that night in one of her most 
characteristic parts. Tlie play was “ Niniche.*' No one 
laughed at it more heartily than did George Fairholme- 
Tlie play over, lie strolled into Bignon’s, and concluded 
tlie day witli a supper of the kind which has made that 
establishment famous throughout Europe. 


I) 2 
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THE CHUECH AND THE STAGE. 

Scene. — The Chdteau (VArqnes, oiear JMcppc. The 

AKCliTilSTTOP CF LiUCCA.sTEii (Uscovcrcd inspecting 
the ruins with the aid of his “ Jhicdchr.” Tnrninij 
a corner, he comes suddenly upon Mli. Nash, of 
Nash’s Theatre. 

A. OF L. Delighted to meet you again, .sir. 1 lioj^e 
we shall again be near each other to-night at tlie table 
d’hote. Allow me to say that 1 was much impressed 
witli your remarks on the policy of the (Jovernmont. 
It seems to me that Mr. (Gladstone sadly needs discre- 
tion. lie puts his confidence too rashly in young and 
untried men. In ])olitical, as indeed in ecclesiastical, 
matters, judgment is at present niucJi needed. 

Mb. Nash {cheerfully). You’re quite right, your 
Grace. 1 am no politician myself, but I can quite see 
how the public is led astray. I was very much 
interested in what you were saying last night about 
the uncertainty of the popular judgment. Why, you 
never can tell whether a piece will run a thousand 
nights, or whether you will have to take down the 
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bills before the week is over. All I can see is, that . 
the public are our masters ; and it’s my own private 
impression that they know about as little of dramatic 
art as they do of theology. 

A. OF L. I beg your pardon, sir. I was not aware 
that — ^may I take the liberty of asking I — ur — I had — 
ur — in fact — ur — imagined that — ur — you were in 
some way connected with the diplomatic service. I 
presume, from what I gather 

Mr. Nash. Kight you are, your (Irace. I am an 
actor, and have been so most of my life. My name’s 
Nash, of Nash’s Tlieatre. Low comedy is my par- 
ticular line, although I am considered uncommonly 
good in character parts. I wish I could see your (Irace 
at my house now and again. T am sure yoxx’d enjoy 
“ Pots and Kettles,” and “ Twiddlecombe’s Troubles” is 
really amusing, I give you my word. 

A. OF L. (archiepiacopally aurveyiny his yaiters). I 
was not aware, Mr. Nash, to whom I was talking, 
althou.h I confess that it gives me great pleasure to 
meet you. I take considerable interest in the drama, 
and was much pleased with the manner in wliich the 
undergraduates of St. Christopher’s reproduced tlie 

Supplices ” of Aeschylus the year before last. And 
this makes me the xnore regi’et that talents such as 
yours should be, as I cannot but think, thrown away. 
If the great gifts which you undoubtedly possess had 
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been, under Divine guidance, turned into another 
channel, what invaluable results might not have ensued I 
These are grave times, and every man should do what 
he can to aid the cause of the Faith. 

Mr. Nash. I entirely agree with your Grace. The 
times are very grave — especially from your Grace’s 
point of view. But it seems to me that it is the 
Church which is in fault, rather than the stage. You 
think I ought to put my gifts to higher purposes? 
What do you do with your great gifts ? Y'ou took a 
first class in classics, and you were Warden of your 
college when my nephew was an undergraduate there. 
And you have written a book on “ Prsehistoric I’ytha- 
goreanism,” and another on the “ Mutual Outlines of 
Intuition and Faith.” But what do you do now ? 
Literally nothing. You spend the Barliameutaiy 
season in London attending to your duties, as you call 
them, in the House of Lords. You pass the Vacation 
on the Continent, first sticking a notice in the papers 
to say that letters of emergency are to be addressed to 
your secretary. I really fail to see what a Bishop 
has to do except to ordain, to consecrate, and to 
confirm. 

A. OF L. I assure you, Mr. Nash, the work of a 
diocese in these days is overwhelming. 

Mb. Nash. I will take your Grace’s word for it. 
But you will allow me to use your Grace’s own argu- 
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luent. I want to see the immense abilities of the 
Episcopal Ben oil jiut to better purpose. It seems to 
me, in my humble judgment, that the Bishops are not 
such a power for good as they ought to be. The fact is, 
your Grace, that of late years the Church has somehow 
ceased to draw. 

A. OF L. The expression is painfully familiar, Mr. 
Hash. 

Mk. Nash. I beg your Grace’s pardon, I am sure ; 
but you know what I mean. The Church has got no 
real hold on public feeling. An eminent preacher is 
not half so well known as an eminent actor. There is 
not a man alive in these days with the power that used 
to be wielded by men such as Wesley and Irving — 
who, by-the-way, were Nonconformists. Why, if pho- 
tography be the mere test of popularity, the Bishops 
of the Established Church are actually eclipsed by the 
principal Nonconformist ministers. 

A. OF L. I presume, of course, Mr. Nash, that you 
are speaking in earnest ; if so, I must remind you that 
the theatre is only a place of idle amusement, and has 
attractions of its own for the thoughtless crowds by 
whom it is frequented. 

Mr. Nash. That is exactly where your Grace is 
wrong. The crowds that frequent a theatre are not 
at all thoughtless. The pieces that draw the largest 
houses always have something in them. 
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A. OF L. Surely, Mr. NasL, what are called bur- 
lesques — 

Mr. Nash. Burlesques, your Grace, are as played 
out as Ritualism. The public wants a piece prettily 
mounted, but it wants something more. You must 
have real wit, and in serious pieces you must have real 
feeling. I happen to be proud of my calling, and I am 
certain that the hold of the stage upon the public in 
England at the present day is as great as it was in 
Athens in the days of Sophocles, with whom your 
Grace is better acquainted than I am. Everybody talks 
about a new play. Who ever talks about a new 
sermon ? Everybody knows our chief actors ; they are 
as well known as Cabinet Ministers. Who knows the 
names of the Bishops, or even how many of them there 
are? Every penny paper keeps a dramatic critic. 
When do you ever see a report of a sermon ? If there 
were any vitality in the Church it would come out in 
Convocation. Who ever reads the debates in Convoca- 
tion, or troubles about them ? 

A. OF L. The Church, Mr. Nash, does its work in its 
own way. It has no adventitious advantages. 

Mr. Nash. The Church has every advantage, your 
Grace. Look at Moody and Sankey. They had nothin^ 
in the way of stage effects beyond a harmonium.- Look 
at the Salvation Army. Not that I am at all too fond 
of it myself. But look how it gets hold of the people. 
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Now, the Church of England, somehow, doesn’t do this,' 
Eitualism never had any hold on the masses, who are 
always suspicious of anything like Eoman Catholicism. 
The Low Church set — the Clapham School — is defunct. 
Not even a maid-of-all-work thinks it wrong to enjoy 
her Sunday holiday, and nobody that I know of reads 
Mrs. Hannah More. Broad Church is too shadowy for 
the English mind, which never really appreciates the 
higher criticism. If the Church wishes to be a power, 
it must make a new departure for itself. There is 
more connection than might be supposed between the 
Eeformation and the great outburst of the Elizabethan 
drama. The stage was never so full of life as it is at 
this minute. Why is the Church so dead ? 

A. OF L. Although I cannot agree with your remarks, 
Mr. Nash, they yet are extremely suggestive. I cannot, 
of course, admit that the stage is at all educating the 
national mind. 

Mr. Nash. Of course not. Your Grace does not ever 
go to theatres, and has no means of judging. But what 
is the Church doing ? 

A. OF L. Tell me, sir, what you can suggest that the 
Church ought to do, or what it is that she leaves 
undone. 

Mr. Nash. There are the cathedrals, your Grace, 
They are the finest public buildings in England ; and 
they are practically useless. The English ritual — if a 
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layman may speak on such a subject — is very attractive. 
Englisli clergymen — some of th§m — are men of great 
ability. When I am at Oxford, by any accident, I 
never miss University sermon in the morning, and 
I] enjoy evening chapel at Magdalen or New. But,, 
take England all over, the Church wants life, else 
.Dissent would not be so strong as it is. Let the best 
men preach, your Grace. Make more use of your cathe- 
drals. Have shorter services, and make them more 
attractive, and the Church will then get hold of tho 
people, as it has got hold of them in the country parts 
of France. And let me advise your Grace to go to the 
theatre once or twice, and see for yourself one or two of 
the kinds of plays that are really successful, and ask 
yourself what it is in them that makes them take. 

A. OF L. (with a dignified smile). I cannot promise 
to take your advice, Mr. Nash, but much of what you 
have said has interested me profoundly. (AssiMJtcs the 
air of one who considers the conversation to have been 
closed by an afpro^mate benediction.) 

Me. Nash (talcing the hint). Your Grace is too kind, 
I dare say all this is new to you. If yoi; want to move 
jjeople, you must giv^e them something new, and you 
must let it be good as well. I’ve been on the stage for 
thirty years, and I ought to know. (Bo^vs his farewell.) 

A. OF L. (meditatively). I should certainly never 
have taken him for an actor. I never knew those kind 
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of people were ever gentlemen, or even educated. I 
often wish myself tha#we were more like the judges — 
more of g. power. I'm sure I take great trouble o^'er 
my charges ; and I was five years over my “ Harmony 
of the Major and Minor Prophets," which not even tln^ 
Spectator has noticed, I see whom he had in his mind. 
He was thinking of men like Liddoii, Farrar, and 
Kingsley. But men of that sort are always dangerous 
(shakes his head profoundly). You are never sure what 
they may not commit you to. 

Mil. Nash (assuming his stock facial expression of 
intense silent enjoyment). Bum old buffer ! Got a good 
appearance. Well preserved. Well got up. Fine 
voice. Pleasant manners. He ought to take, but he 
doesn't. Why on earth is it that parsons, big and little 
alike, do get so abominably cramped in their style ? 
That’s what I wanted to tell him. However, it’s no 
business of mine, and it will be all the same a hundred 
3^ears hence. 
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THE SHADOW ON THE BLIND. 

• 

Sam CiiArjiAN was a Yarmouth man, and skipper of 
a large ketcli, which regularly trawled on the Dogger 
Bank. The vessel was Sam’s own. During his early 
days he had been a seafaring man, and had visited 
every part of the world. But he was Norfolk to the 
backhone, and more Yarmouth than Norfolk. So when 
his old mother died, and he sold up her boarding and 
lodging house, and generally realized her estate, and 
discovered that he was worth nearly a couple of thou- 
sand pounds, he had a smack built for him in the 
yard of Messrs. Bellowes, and found himself master of 
his own vessel, and with a comfortable sum at the 
bank. Sam was now some thirty years of age ; sun- 
burned like any Spaniard, with crisp curly hair, dark- 
brown eyes, large white teeth, and an immense physique. 
His build was that of a bear, his jnanners were those 
of a schoolboy, his laugh was exhilarating; but he 
had a will of his own, and he could use his lists 
ui)on provocation. 

One way and another, Sara was making about two 
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liunclrecl and fifty poi||^ds a year. He owned no man 
as master, and so got full price for his fish. When on 
shore he had always gold in his pocket, and he used to 
sit among the notables, in the smoking-rooms of the 
Angel in the inarket-place, and the Royal and the Crown 
and Anchor on the old quay, and discuss the affairs 
of State and the condition of the fisli-rnarket. Sam 
was a wfirm man. The big salesmen would associate 
with liim ; the editor of the leading Yarmoutli i)aper did 
not contradict him. He could have been in the Town 
Council if ho had pleased. And when lie returned one 
day for his week on shore, after eight weeks on the 
Rank, he found he had liecn elected churchwarden. 
Clearly, tlien, Sam ought to got married. Everybody 
told him so. And Sam accordingly did marry tlie 
prettiest girl in Yarmouth — where beauty is more 
common than might be supposed. The marriage for 
a time was happy. Sam was proud of his wife, and 
Mrs. Chapman was proud of her handsome husband, 
wlio could take his ketch out thi'ough the Cat on 
the darkest night, drink his rum-and-water against 
the oldest skipper in the town, and punch the head of 
any man in Yarmouth, Lowestoft, or even Gorlestoii. 
Sam took a charming little house in Row 11S4, one 
of the most fashionable Rows in Yarmoutli. Tlicre 
wore a jiarlour, and a kitchen, and a back yard, and 
two bedrooms ; and Sam furnished the house from tojr 
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to bottom in the most approved style, and hung up 
portraits of the Eoyal Family, and had the door and 
shutters painted iu bright green nicely picked out 
with vermilion, and had put upon the door an un- 
■obtrusive brass plate with the inscription “ Sanil. 
Chapman, Master Mariner.” He used to be away for 
his eight weeks on the Bank, and theii spend his week 
■on shore while the Mary Jane was refitting. Only one 
thing troubled him. He w'as a kind-hearted man, and 
fond of children ; and he had no family. 

After three or four years, dark suspicions began to 
-gather in Sam’s mind, and he confided them to his 
brother skippers in the smoking-room of the Angel, 
not four hundred yards from How 1184. 

“Wlien I came back o’ Monday,” said Sam, “she’d 
got a new silk dress, and she said she’d bout it out 0’ 
her savins. I didn’t say nout, but I arst her where 
she’d bout it, and she said at Skipley’s for five pound, 
and it was very cheap. So I goes round to Skipley, 
and 1 sees old Ketteridge, his managing man. She had 
bout the dress there, and she’d had it made there. 
That were trew, but the dress and the trimmins were 
seventeen pound fifteen ; so I says to Ketteridge, ‘ How 
was it paid ? ’ ‘In gold,’ says he. Now, I don’t like 
the look o’ that;” and Sam brought his fist down 
on the table with a blow that would have stunned 
a pig. 
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Now, Sam’s friends had known perfectly well what 
was coming. People talk a good deal at Yarmouth. 
They talk in the market-place, and on the fish-wharf, 
and along the quay ; and they cliat at their doors in 
the Hows. Mrs. Chapman’s gorgeous apparel and her 
general “ goings on ” had long been discussed at 
Yarmouth tea-tables ; but Sam was so good a fellow 
that no man liked to tell him what might, after all, be 
mere conjecture. 

“ Young women ’ll allers be young women,” said a 
gentleman of authority in the herring trade. “ They 
likes dress. It comes natural to ’em. Don’t you get 
them ideas into your head, Sam.” 

And in this sage judgment the other notables con- 
curred. But the old salesman was uneasy in his mind, 
and Sam was moody. 

“ If I catch him,” said Sam, “ I’ll murder him!” 
And so the matter dropped. 

It was about the autumn equinox when the Mary 
Jane was towed down river by the United Service, 
and Sam stood boldly away through the G.at. The 
wind began to freshen, and presently a regular north- 
easter burst upon the vessel — one of those north-easters 
that come tearing down from the North Sea and sweep 
the Norfolk coast. The Mary Jane was well handled, 
but the weather was too much for her. She carried lier 
maintop-mast and mizentop-mast. Her mainsail was 
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blown into ribbons. And when the gale subsided she 
lay-to under jib and mizen. Late in the evening of. the 
next day the United Service spied her on the liorizon, 
steamed up to her, and towed her into Yarmouth. 
Sam, who was tired and weary, sought the friendly 
shelter of the smoking-room of the Crown and Anchor. 
There was no occasion for sympatliy, for Sam was a 
solvent man, the Meoy Jam was insured, and the worst 
of the business was the loss of a week to [make lier 
good again. But, of course, Sam Avas a hero, and he 
told his tale several times over several glasses of rum- 
and-water, until the clock reached the fatal hour of 
eleven and the company was turned out. Then Sam 
•walked home to Row 1 1 84. 

He passed througli the little wicket gateway, and 
made his way along the cobble-paved alley till he 
reached his own house. The passage and parlour 
window were dark, but in tlic window above there was 
a light. Somehow or other the silk dress came into 
Sam’s mind, and he filled his pijie, forgetting to light it, 
and leaned against the opposite wall. 

Presently upon the blind appeared the shadow of 
Mrs. Chapman, who was letting down her hair and tlien 
coiling it up. Sam watched intently, for the hour was 
late, and he felt curious as to where his wife had 
been spending the evening. Then, suddenly, there 
appeared on the blind a second shadow. It was not 
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Sam’s shadow, and it was not that of Mrs. Chapman. 
The second shadow attempted to caress the first, and 
the first shadow hit the second back with the hairbrush, 
Sam said nothing and did nothing. He waited till the 
light was put out. Then he waited and jneditated for 
a good hour. Smacksmen arc not always quick at 
making up tlieir mind. But he realized the situation 
at last, and he also recollected that tljere was no egi’ess 
from ‘the liouse except by the little passage which 
passed tlie door of the sitting-room. 

Crossing tlie Ilow in a stride and a half, Sam battered 
at liis own knocker violently. After a time the upper 
window opened, and Mrs. Chapman put out her head. 
“ Go away,” said that virtuous sj)ousc, “ or my husband 
will come down and thrash you.” Sam battered again. 
“(Jo away,” said the lady, “or I’ll shriek for the 
police.” 

“ You come down, Polly, and let me in,” said Sam. 

“ It’s me — it’s Sam.” 

% 

“ It ain’t,” said Mrs. Chapman. “ Saints at sea.^^ 
And she shut the window. 

Then Sam wrenched up a cobble out of the footway, 
and sent it through the window with a crash. This 
brought Mrs. Chapman to the window again. “ Come 
down,” he said, “ and let me in, or I’ll put my back 
against the door and burst it.’ 

In a few seconds Mrs. Chapman was at the door, 

E 
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a few clothes hurried on her, and her face like 
ashes. 

“ I didn’t know it was you, Sam, dear. I thought 
you were at sea.” 

“ So I were, but I’ve come back.” 

“ What has happened, Sam, dear ? ” 

“ Plenty and enow. Ship\vreck.” 

“ Oh ! Sam, I’m so glad you’re back safe. I was 
praying for you on my knees to-night when tlufwind 
blew.” 

“ Were you ? ” said Sara. 

".Yes, Sam, dear; and then, wlien I heard the knock- 
ing at the door, I was so frightened. Do sit down, 
deary, for a little. The fire’s alight still. Let me pull 
your boots off for you and bring you some beer.” 

“You may bring me a jug of beer,” said Sara, “ biit 
I’ll keep my boots on.” And he sat down in the larg(^ 
Windsor chair that faced the door of the little sitting- 
room. 

“Fll just go and get the beer, dear,” said Mrs. 
Chapman ; and she was going to shut after her the 
door into the passage. 

“ Leave that door open,” said Sam. “ I alius like a 
door open.” 

Mrs. Chapman went for the beer, and returned with 
it, and with a heavy heart. She did not know how 
long Sam had been standing in the Eow. She had no 
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idea how many cards he held in liis h^nd. But she felt 
there was danger about, and she was almost paralyzed 
with teri'or. At Sam’s bidding she filled his glass, 
heaped coals uj^on the fire, and sat down opposite to 
him. It was now nearly two o’clock in the morning. 
Sam lit his pipe and smoked and said nothing. The 
wretched woman sat and watched him, wondering 
Avhat was to come. 

“ Hadn’t I better shut the door, Sam ? There’s a 
terrible draught.” 

“ I alius like a door ftpen,” rejicated Sam. “ I like 
to hear the old clock in the passage.'” 

Xow, this was untrue, and Mrs. Chapman knew it. 
ITesently she said patiently, “ Sam, dear. I’m tired. 
Let me go up and get the room ready for you. 'i’ou 
must w’ant sleep badly.” 

“ I don’t want no sleey),” answered Sam. “ I likt^ 
■sitting here afore the fire with you.” 

'I’liis also w'as untrue, and Mrs. (fiiapman knew as 
much. The clock in the jjassage struck half-past tw'o, 
and three, and four, and Sam sat smoking on steadily, 
watching the passage, and also watching his wife’s 
face grow paler and paler. But he smoked in silence, 
and his demeanour was absolutely inscrutable. 

Soon after four, Sam’s quick ear detected a movement 
in the room above, and heard the window gently opened. 
Sam got up out of his chair, and stepped as quietly as 

E 2 
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lie could into tlie 'jiassage. Mrs. Chapman, in her chair,, 
fairly swooned wdtli terror and tension. Sam waited 
with his hand on the latch of the street-door until he 
heard something drop into the How from the window 
above. Then he came out at one step, and laid hold of 
the man he had been waiting for. 

That man never told liis grievances in a police-court, 
or sued Sam for assault. Hut how Sam dealt with him 
is matter of tradition on Yarmouth quay to this clay. 
When he was found by the police, h iiig senseless in 
the middle of the market-place, he had a dislocated 
ankle, three or four broken ribs, and liardly a, tooth left 
in his head. He was a young solicitor, so iierhaps he 
had a wholesome horror of law. Anyhow, he went 
home, and, as soon as lie could, sold his Yarmouth 
practice, and settled down somewhere in ISlortlnnuber- 
land at a considerable distance from the sea-coast. 

Sam returned, and sat down again. Presently his 
wife came to herself, and looked at him in speechless 
agony. 

“There’s been a drunken man in the Eow,” said 
Sam, “ and I’ve a-kicked him into market-place. Cet 
me another jug of beer.” 

By this time Mrs. Chapman knew all. She brought 
the beer, and sat down in abject silence while her lord 
and master replenished his glass. 

Sam sat, and smoked and smoked and smoked, while 
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the wretched woman opposite him could hear the 
beating of her own terrified heart. The clock in the 
passage struck five, and then six, and then seven, and 
then eight. As it finished the last stroke of eight, Sam 
got up out of his chair and strode to the passage. The 
miserable woman clung to him. 

“ For ( Jod’s sake, forgive me, Sam ! ” she cried. 
“ J )o foVgive me ! 1 will be good ! Indeed 1 will ! ” 

Sam made no answer, but he extracted a light 
walking-stick from the umbrella-stand, and he then 
and there gave his wife a beating of which Norfolk 
wives speak to tliis day with bated breath. Mrs. 
■Ohapman staggered to the house of a neighbour — a 
kindly soul not without frailties of her own — and was 
ithere heljicd to bed more dead than alive. 

Having got so much of his business off his mind, 
Sam walked down to the <iuay, and entered the office 
■of Mr. Trumbell, auctioneer, estate agent, valuer, sur- 
veyor, shipbroker, &:c. 

“ Mr. Trumbell,” he said, “ you’ve heard of my loss ; 
whatll you give me for the Mary Jane as she stands, 
and get what you can out of the insurance of her ? ” 

Mr. Trumbell gasped. “ My dear Chapman, you 
.mustn’t take things this way. Look here. If you want 
a hundred, or a couple of hundred, have it from me. 
Your bill is all the security I want.” 

“If you don’t buy the Mary Jane,” said Sam, “ I’ll 
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sell lier myself at auction this afternoon at Erklgo 
Stairs. I’ll give yoti ten minutes to consider.” 

Now Mr. Trumbell was a man of the world, and he 
knew Sam Chapman to he a man of his word. So he 
said, “ Well, Sara, I’ll take her. Fellowes shall throw 
his eye over her. She was built in liis yard. It won’t 
take him half an hour, and lie’ll do what’s fair between 
man and man.” 

“ Eight you are,” said Sam. “ Send round to him at 
once. I’ll come to you for your cheque at four o’clock 
this afternoon.” 

This did not astonish Trumbell, for he was a 
wealthy man, and large transactions in ready cash are 
not uncommon in the shipping business. 

But he was fairly amazed when Sam said, “ And 
now, Trumbell, there’s another thing. I want you to 
sell off my sticks in Eow 1184. It’s getting on for ten. 
Get some of your men, and come along at once.” 

Trumbell, who was an honest man, expostulated in 
vain. He pointed out that the sale would be a forced 
one, and at a ruinous loss ; that the furniture was all 
new ; that they ought to have a catalogue printed, and 
advertise the sale in the papers. Sam was obdurate. 

So the bellman was sent for, and he made jiro- 
clamation with his bell along the quay, and on the fish- 
wharf, and in the market-place, and on the sands ; and 
the neighbours, all more or less ignorant of what had 
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liai>pene(l, came to buy. Trumbell was a man who 
took a pride in bis work as an auctioneer, and be bas 
been beard to say be could liave cried over tbe prices. 
When the sale was over, even to tbe smallest stick and 
scantiest scrap of caq)et in tbe little bouse, Sam walked 
down with Trumbell to his office. 

“ I’ll take your cberiue for tbe auction money, 
Trumbell,” be said, “ and your cheque for the smack.” 

So tbe two cheques were given on tbe eminent bouse 
of Lacon on tbe old quay., There was just time to 
cash them before four o’clock, and Sam changed them 
into notes, drawing out bis own balance at tbe 
same time. 

Whatever ideas Mr. Trumbell may have bad, be kept 
them to himself. Sam engaged tbe great Nelson room 
at tbe Crown and Anchor, and dined tliere in state 
with Trumbell and some twenty other friends whom be 
collected. Everybody knew what bad happened, but 
nobody alluded to it. A good deal of wine was drunk, 
and after the wine a good deal of punch. Then Sam 
rose to his legs, and said, “ (Jood-bye, boys. I’m off to 
London by tbe last train.” 

And off be was, and be bas not since been seen in 
Yarmouth. He is beard of from time to time. He bas 
been seen at Barcelona, at Buenos Ayres, and at San 
Erancisco. He does not look a day older, and is as 
handsome as evgr. 
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Mrs. Chapman, on the other hand, has become 
She has never thoroughly recovered from the effect of 
that night of terror. If you visit Yarmouth during the 
season, you can see her on the pier, showily dressed, 
and evidently painted. But she is not received in 
Yarmouth society, and everybody in Yarmouth sym- 
pathizes with Sam. 
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THE BITER BIT. 

From Miss Ada Norton, 15A INuisier Gardens, W., to 
the Hon. Mrs. Masher, Harhaioay Hall, near Malton, 
Yorkshire. 

Febrttary 15, 1886. 

]VIy ever dearest Di, — Y ou will be surprised at 
bearing from me again so soon after my last letter ; 
but when I tell you that this one is strictly or husiness 
you will understand my object, and will further it (I 
am sure, dear), if at all ■possible. 

As you know, I have been doing the Brighton season 
under the wing of our dear Ethel. AVith her position, 
as the wife of the great Sir Timothy Porker, and the 
ehalehiine of the biggest house in I’almyra Square, slie 
was, of course, able to give me heaps of oj>2>ortuiuties. 
Slie did her very best, that I vAll say — and so did L 
Well, although I told you the other day that I expected 
at least iivo of “them” to declare themselves before we 
left Brighton, here we are again back in London, with 
Jay prospects of making a good match no farther 
advanced than before we left Leinster Gardens. 
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All, if poor, dear Mauima were only alive ! A mother 
can land many a big, undecided fish, where even the 
best of chrqhrons is powerless, ilut I must not com- 
plain — Etliel ]ias been most sjunpathctic throughout ; 
London is already quite full ; and I am to stay on here 

until Easter. That is, unless ! Unless you ask 

me to come and sin); with you, <lc<ir, for a few 
weeks ! 

Don’t look so horrified at my cool impertinence, Di ; 
I shouldn’t suggest such a thing, if it were not that I 
feel that you are n true friend. Were we not known 
at school as the Three Graces ? and did we not vow an 
offensive and defensive alliance against every eligdile 
2'>(irti in the kingdom ? 

Ihiing the only maiden out of the three with any 
money at all, by rights I should have gone off first. 
Three hundred a year is not a fortune, true enough ; 
but it inspires confidence. Now you are the lion. Mrs. 
Masher, future Viscountess Toffton; Ethel is Lady 

Porker, future millionaire; and I well, I am 

nobody. 

Now I want to be somebody ■ 

To come to the point. This morning Ethel received 
a letter from a friend of hers who is staying with 
Lord and Lady Paddington. Among other tit-bits of 
new's, she revealed the fact that one of the guests 
at I’addingtoii Towers is a Mr. Templeton, who has 
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lately come into an enormous foriune from a distant 
relative. 

Now, I?addington Towers is only two miles f:om 
HarkaVny Hall. And you live at Harkaway I rail, 
Seal I sa tf 'More ? 

Write soon to your ever devoted 

Ada. 

P.S . — Of coarse you will Imth this letter as soon as 
read. 

From the Hon. Mrs. ^fasl^cr to Miss Ada Norton. 

Fiihrmirij 1 6, 1886. 

My DEAUEST Aua, — C ome, by all .means, and stay as 
long as you like. 1 will meet the train whicli arrives 
at JMalton, 3.55 r.iM., the day after to-morrow. 

Yours in haste, 

Dia^sA Masiieu. 

1 \S.— ]\fr. Templeton dined here yesterday. He is 
quite too pleasant. 

From llirhard Templffoiiy Esq., Paddington Tovrrs, 
near Malton, York, to Caqdain Sir-ift, Grand Hotet, 
Paris. 

February 24, 18S6. 

Heak Old Boy,' — It’s freezing hard to-day, so there’s 
no hunting ; the ice won’t bear, so there’s no skating ; 
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tlie women won’t be down for another hour, after the 
ball last night, so there’s no flirting. What can 1 do 
better than ease my conscience while I have leisure to 
feel its sting, and answer your last jovial effusion ? 

I have been here about a fortnight, and have had 
several good runs with the York and Ainsty, and one 
or two good bags in the coverts. Old I’addington is a 
rare good sort ; there are some good people staying in 
tlie house ; and we have had some good theatricals, good 
•lances, and good dinners. 

However, until a few days ago, I was boring myself, 
notwithstanding all the cflbrts of my gracious hostess. 
Whether it is that I am sinking into the sere and 
yellow, or whether it is that one has gone through the 
country-house routine so often ; I was distinctly boring 
myself. 

1 think, however, I must confess that the truth of it 
is that I am beginning to feel the necessity of settling 
down. My life has not been all cakes and ale, as you 
know ; and now I should like to enjoy myself a little 
with a congenial companion. 1 am now in a position 
to marry, and (without vanity) to marry well. Hut, 
.alas ! the women are all so j^alpably looking out for rich 
husbands, that I hate the sight of them. 

I should say hated. 1 or, a few days ago, I made a 
most charming ac»juaintance, and 1 have found it 
imj^rove upon further acquaintance. 
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There is staying with a Mr. Masher, of Harkaway 
Hall, close by, a certain Miss Norton. T took her in to 
dinner last Tuesday, and, since then, have come across 
her several times. Her very remarkable beauty attracts 
me, of course ; but wliat (to me) is her greatest charm 
lies in the fact tliat she has repeatedly told me she hates 
mercenary marriages ; and, if ev(!r she marries (whicli 
she doesn’t intend to), she will marry a man whom she 
can love and Te.xpvrt for himself alone. Indeed, as I 
understand she has an independent fortune, she can 
afford to indulge her fancy. 

Her innocent prattle is (juitc refreshing after the 

I>y Jove ! I hear her voice in the hall, so good-by. 

Yours ever, 

Dtcic. 

r.S. — Young Podsnap, Avho has £,2000 a year, is 
evidently .smitten. But she won’t have anything to 
say to him. 

From Mm Ada NoHon, Paddinr/ton Towers, to Lad)/ 
Porlccr, 15.V Leinster Gardens, London, W. 

March 3, 1886. 

My DATiLlNU Ethel, — Hurrah! I have done the 
trick at last, my dear. 

T brought him to the point by saying that “ my cruel 
relations wished to force me into an alliance with a 
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wan of vast wealth, but whom 1 could not, ah ! I could 
not love '' 

II cn i'tait temps, for Dick was getting quite jealous of 
]ioor little Podsnap, and, as likely as not, would have 
gone off in a hufl'. Xow, Jack I'odsnap is a dear boy, 
and his ^2000 a year would, umler other circumstances, 
have been very nice ; but ^^250, 000 is not an every-day 
haul. 

Tlie enamoured Dick immediately proposed an elo])o- 
ment and prompt marriage. 1 as immediately. accepted, 
provided dear Di (inre her consent, and chaperoned us 
up to your ])lace. "We shall be married from your 
house, dear, the day after to-morrow ! 

Isn’t it all too lovely ? 1 will wire all details. In 

greatest haste. 

ICver your happy 

Ada. 

I’.S. — I forgot to tell you that ]\Ir. Templeton’s son 
by his first marriage is also staying in the house. He 
is the most awful youtli I ever beheld, and affects the 
fcsthetic craze. His eyes are like l:>oiled gooseberries, 
and his hair is as long as mine. He actually had the 
audacity to propose to me. Of course I gave him the 
snubbing he deserved. 

A. 
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From John Podsna])^ Esq., Paddington Towers, to 
Mrs. Podsnap, 24B Eaton Square, Loiulon, S. W. 

March 5, 1886. 

My deadest Mother, — All is oyer ! She has refused 
lue ! ! Ihit tliat is nothing to what she has done ! ! 1 
She lias eloped with Templeton ! ! ! ! 

If it were not for you I should contemplate suicide. 
As it is, exi)cct 1110 hy first train to-morrow. 

Your wretched son. 

Jack. 

I\S. — Give the devil her due, however ! She onust be 
disinterested ! Although she has only £^>^0 a year of 
her own, she is lovely, lie is bald, a good deal over 
fifty, and has nothing l)ut his Civil Service pension of 
£ 7 SO ^ year. Of course you know he is a widower, 
and that a maternal great-uncle left his boy a quarter 
of a million last year. 
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“KIEN NE VA PLUkS.” 

It was seven o’clock in the evening, and Walter Gerald 
was walking np and down nnder the clock at Victoria 
Station. He was a very nnhappy man. ]\fany men 
in his position would have solved the great problem of 
life for once and for all; would have done so on their 
own account, without taking friends into their council. 

At lengtli the train was ready, and Gerald found 
himself' in a hrst-class carriage bound for Dover. It is 
a short journey, but not the less a tedious one, and tiie 
train was no sooner out of Victoria than he lit a cigar, 
and under its influence began to consider his i>osition 
and to reflect upon it. 

His life had been a very sad one. He was the 
ymrngest son of a large family. The orders given to 
him had been, “Make your own way in the world. 
You have been sent to Eton, you have been sent to 
Trinity, you have been called to the liar, you have 
an allowance of a year which is paid to you 

punctually. What more have you any right to expect ? ” 
On this understanding he had commenced life, and. 
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extraordinary as it may seem, he had failed. Wlien I 
say he had failed, I mean that he saw no prospect 
before him beyond that of three or four hundred a year 
as a hard-working junior at the Bar. It was a dreary 
i>utlook. 

He had further complicated matters and entangled 
himself. Not that his entanglements were in any way 
dishonourable. He was a man with many faults and 
no vices. He did not drink ; he did not gamble. He 
was entirely innocent of intrigue or of anything even 
remotely approaching to it. His tastes were those of 
a healthy man. He hated a ball-room ; he loved the 
fresli air and the smell of the sea. Such men make 
tlie best colonists. As a colonist he would have dona 
well. 

Unhappily for him, there was the skeleton in his 
cupboard. I am not going to excuse him or to invent 
excuses for him. I have only to tell the facts. He 
liad, to use the only word that fits all the circumstances, 
eloped with the eldest daughter of an old county 
family. She was older than liimself ; how much older 
she would hardly have cared to confess. She had 
certain superficial accomplishments that pleased him. 
She could hold her own in conversation, unless, by 
accident, a little French drifted in. She could play the 
I)iano and sing a little ; above all, she could pretend. 
She pretended, for instance, to understand Browning, 



66 


SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 


and to study him. In reality she was an inveterate 
reader in her own bedroom of penny dreadfuls. 

Women of this kind have the advantage of a man. 
And the reason is very obvious : it is because the man, 
in his folly, trusts the woman, whereas the woman does 
not trust the man. The man is chivalrous. He sees a 
woman whom he l)elieves to be all soul and lieart, 
although there may have been certain deficiencies in 
her education. His idea is tliat he will raise her to his 
own level ; and that is his honest intention. The idea 
of the woman is to secure herself a position, from the 
advantage of which' she can insult her old friends and 
acquaintances. Her vision is a big house with a retinue 
of servants, with herself as mistress, and with her 
husband to sign cheques. 1 will do the English shrew, 
or vixen, or whatever you like to call her, this amount 
of justice — that her notions are limited to social 
aggi'andisement. The idea of deceiving her husband on 
any vital matter seldom if ever enters into her head. 
This is, perhaps, because most Englishwomen, especially 
those of a certain type, are as incapable of genuine 
emotion as they are cf artistic feeling. 

Under these circumstances and these conditions 
Gerald started for Hover, where he had business — 
business so genuine that even his wife had been satisfied 
with it as a sufficient cause for his journey. As he 
went down, however, he meditated with himself, and 
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when he reached Dover lus i:)lans were somewhat 
changed. He stopped there for a day. The next 
thing that he did was to depute the whole of liis 
business to agents whom lie could trust. He then 
wired to his wife, giving her an address in Dover 
which he had arranged. Lastly, he started for Monte 
Carlo. 

Monte Carlo lias been described over and over again. 
3 am not going to repeat the fault. J^lvcrybody knows 
what the place is like. Everybody knows how you play 
at the taldes, how you almost invariably lose, and how 
you sometimes win, and jiow tlui journey is sure to do 
you good, as you cannot possibly lose more money than 
you take witli you. 

At Monte C'arlo Gerald had luck, or, in the language 
of the place, he w^as aimiu:, lb‘ did not break the 
bank, nor did he have .German !)aroiis and Frencli 
Jinanciers stand wondering behind his chair. This 
kind of business 1 will leave to professional writers of 
romance, who transport a gi])sy girl from her canvas 
tent to the salon, and there make her, to all intents and 
purposes, tweak ducliesses by the nose. It is my 
business to give history, and coniine myself to possi- 
bilities. Now and again men win at Monte Carlo, and 
<jierald was among the now and again. It was not tlie 
coolness of liis mood, for he was boiling over witli 
passion ; it was not in his power of watching the game 
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and calculating cliances, because lie was profoundly 
ignorant of all mathematical questions, and could not 
for the life of liim have solved the most ordinary 
problem in algebra offered to candidates for an Army 
examination. 

But he played, and, somehow, he won. The money 
came in. He put his winnings into his pocket, and 
played with the money he commenced with. He won 
again, and he put more money into his pocket. Some- 
body must, now and again, win sometliing at Monte 
(lai'lo, or else nobody would go there. Late that 
evening Gerald counted up his winnings at the Hotel 
de Paris. No doubt luck had favoured him, and unless 
luck favours a man you do not often make him the- 
hero of your story. If Gerald had lost, and had been 
obliged to go to the English Consul, or to apply for tlio 
viatiqiw from the Administration, or otherwise to cadge, • 
1 should not be telling his story. As matters were, he 
had won something like ;^8oo. He banked the greater 
part of this amount, sending some money to Iris wife,, 
and remained where he was. 

The game still continued to favour him. You cannot 
account for its extraordinary chances. Men on the- 
Turf believe that they know everything. Now and 
again some “rank outsider,” to use the customary 
phraseology, is picked out by a fortunate backer. It 
proves to be the winner, and a little fortune is made- 
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Some men go under. Of these the history remains 
ainwritten, Gerald, so far from going under, remaiueil 
fortunate. He had elected to take his chance of 
winning upon the gambler’s cast, and he won upon 
it. Fortune, as I have said, no doubt favoured him. 
Any village schoolmaster could write the history of 
the world, commencing from first i)rinciples, if there 
were not unluckily big men in the way to upset his 
calculations. Big men, or big winners, it is all one. 
You may conquer a i)rovince or break the bank. (.)f 
the two, if history is credible, the easier achievement 
is to concpier a province. 

When Gerald left Monte Carlo, after paying his 
hotel-bill and otherwise satisfying all just demands 
upon him, he had, as Englishmen would say, in his 
pocket, or, as Americans would say, concealed about 
his person, no less a sum than £6000. 

What is £6000 i If you care to gamble with it on 
the Stock E.xchange or elsewhere, you may turn it into 
j£^6o,000 or even more. If you invest it on solid 
security, you will be worth something like ;£^250 a 
y^ear. You may make another calculation. You may 
consult the tables of mortality, take from them your 
■own estimate of life, cut your money up into portions, 
xind allow yourself so much a year, overlooking the 
chiince that you may outlive the tables of mortality, 
.and so possibly be reduced to the workhouse. Or you 
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may put your uioiioy into the hands of a solicitor. 
You will approach him humbly, and you will beg him 
as a favour, and as a souietlung entirely out of the 
way of ordinary business, to invest your money for 
you upon good security. llut then the solicitor 
may bolt with tlie money. And, if so, where are 
you ? 

Walter Gerald did Jione of these tilings. He lodged 
his money at a responsible banlc, and he instructed 
them to act as his agents, and not only to let him ilraw 
against his dividend, but also to let him touch his 
capital within limits. His liankers were a very old 
firm, between the Itoyal K.xchange and what used to be 
Temple Bar. All the clerks of that cstaldishment look 
like partners, and tire portin’ at the tloor could not 
possibly run after a thief if he wished to do ,so, being 
too heavily weighted with buttons which are generally 
believed to be of solid bullion. 

He next hailed a hansom, Avhich drove him to an 
hotel in Trafalgar Square, a well-known resort for 
Americans, one at which he used to stay when he was 
a lad at Cambridge. Then he sent a letter to his beloved 
wife by special messenger, not trusting it to the ordinary 
mechanism of the I’ost Office. The letter was simple, 
and, at the same time, characteristic. I cannot help- 
giving it in its own terms : — 
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“My DEAR Wife, — You have repeatedly told me 
that you could do better without me. I do not 
accept you a.s infallible, but iteration* is next door to 
inspiration. I have come to believe that you are 
right. 

“ In this letter is a cheque for £ 200 . You may take 
it as a free gift. My bankers have instructions to 
honour your cheques to the same amount for each year, 
so that you are a year to tlic good. I trust you will not 
live beyond your income. This is entirely for your 
own sake. 

“ I have it upon your own authority, in fact from 
your own lips, that I am only fit for a billiard-marker. 
You under-judged my capabilities. When you are near 
Mont Blanc the mountain looks very small; but it 
takes a very remarkable woman to climb to the peak 
of it. You are, in a way, a remarkable woman. But 
as you have now that small and certain income for 
which you have always pestered me, I leave you in the 
assurance that you are haiipy. 

“For my own part, I am returning to Monte Carlo, 
where I have accepted the office of croupier. Tlie 
weekly salary attached to tliis position will sufficiently 
meet my modest requirements, the chief of which is 
solitude during my leisure hours. Should you take it 
into your head to follow me up, I may assure you in 
advance that you will find the police at Monte Carlo 
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extremely troublesome, especially if any attempt is 
made to interfere with the officers of administration 
of the Salon des Etrangers, or in any way to annoy 
them. 

Good-by. I shall taste the joys of Paradise before 
my time. 

“Walter Gerald.” 
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‘‘THEllE’S MANY A SLIP 

From Benjamin Ahramn, Esq.y of Crcesus Chamhers, 
Regent Street, to Captain the lion, Cornelius Fitz^ 
Blarney, Grenadier Gaaixls, Wellington Barraels, 

S. W. 

July I, 1885. 

Sip., — W hen you called upon me last week, in re 
your overdue promissory note, you rei)reseiited to me 
that you were still engaged to be married to Miss 
Torchey, the wealthy ironmaster's only daughter. 

On the strength of that reju'esentation, I consented 
to renew the bill and advance you a further sum of 
money. I liave since ascertained l^eyond a doubt that 
there was no truth in your statement, and that you, 
moreover, knew it to be false. 

Under these circumstances, 1 have no alternative, 
consistent with my duty to myself and to society, but 
to say that, if you do not take immediate steps to 
refund me tlie hard cash you have obtained from me 
under false pretences, I shall instruct my solicitor to 
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take criminal proceedings against you without further 
notice. 

Your obedient Sei^'ant, 

Bexjamin Abkams. 

r.S. — To prove that I am in full possession of the 
facts, I need only add that your engagement was broken 
off by the lady in consequence of your connection with 
Miss Pussy de^ Clare, and that you were ejected from 
the house by the lady’s fatlier in a somewhat summary 
fashion. 

B. A. 

From the Earl of J\[avo7irnecn, Castle Blarney, Trelanil, 
to Cajhaiii the Hon. C. Fifz-Blarney. 

Jahj 7, 1885. 

My Pooh Boy, — You must have ])een mad to liave 
got yourself into sueh trouble. Yoii must be still 
madder to imagine for one moment that I can get you 
out of it. Por the last two years I have received no 
rents at all. My tenants couldn’t pay. Kow I have 
no hope of receiving rent at all. For now my tenants 
icont i)ay. Not to mention that there are certain 
mortgages, which — but why tell you what you know 
as well as myself ? I am, to all intents and purposes, 
a pauper. 

But, though I can’t send you any money, 1 can send 
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you a piece of news. That channing Lady Clieltcnhaiu 
(who helped me to lancer you, as I dare say you — 
forget) has a Miss Semaiitha Babb staying with her, an 
American orphan-heiress. 

Make your peace with Israel, and — Verh. sa 2 ). sat. 

Your affectionate Father, 

MAA'OL'RNKKX. 

From Captain the Ifon. C. Fitz-Blarney, to Lady Chel- 
tenham, of le, Dado Street, Mayfair, IF. 

/it?// lo, 1885. 

My dExVU Lady Cheltenham, — I really wasbegimiiiig 
to think that j’ou had given up us poor Cockneys uta: 
fois 2 >oiir toiites, when the l.)uke told me yesterday (the 
Duke, you know, your Duke) that you were up for the 
season, and intended once again to prove that the salon 
is not yet a thing of tlic past even in benighted, slangy 
London. 

I am longing to know which is your- “ at-home ” day, 
as I have quite a stock of news for you. Or, better 
still, shall T call some morning, as I Well, shall 1 ? 

Tout d vous, 

Charlte. 

I hear you have a young lady from the States, a 
Miss Babb, under vour wing. I am sure she must be 
the daughter of dear old Babb of New York, who was 
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60 tremendously kind to me when I passed through on 
iny way to Niagara. 1 am only too charmed to have 
the opportunity of doing all that I can to mark my 
sense of her father’s cordiality. 

From Lady Cheltenham, Laiccs Hotel, Windci'mcrc, 
to Capt. the Hon. C. FUz-Blarncy. 

July 20, 1885. 

Dear Cart. Fitz-Dlarxey,- — 1 had no intention of 
coming to town at all tliis year ; but as my friend, Miss 
Babb, wished to Ijc presented, and to take a jieep at 
Engli.sh society, 1 took a hoxise for a inonth. 

!Miss Babb, 1 am sorry to say, came to the conclusion 
that we amuse ourselves moult Iridcmeiit in Loudon, 
and so has persuaded me to take her to Trotiville. We 
are here for a time to satisfy her romantic yearning to 
breathe this poetry-laden air, and to prepare for the dis- 
sipation of those quiet little Frencli W'atering-places. 

Tlie “dear old Babb” you mention will not serve 
you much, I fear, with us, as Miss Jlabb’s father died 
thirty years ago, only two years after she was born. 
That was, perhai)S, as well ; for it would have been a 
great grief to him when the small-pox spoilt her ])eauty 
.so sadly. 

■ I have no more time to waste on you ; so, — ta, ta I 

Yours truly, 

Blanxiie Cheltenham. 
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P.S. — I hear tliat Miss Torchey has jilted you. 
Deluded girl ! She little knows what a treasure 
she lias lost. “The disinterested love of an honest 
heart ” N’est cc ]n<s f 

Telegram from the Capt. the, Hon. C. Fitz-Blarney 
to Mmwger, Lahca Hotel, Windermere. 

July 21, 1885. 

Shall arrive this afternoon, five sharp. Keep best 
rooms you have at liberty for me. 


From (Jopt, the Hon. C. Fitz-Blarne.y to Mins Semantha 
Bnhb {delivered hy hand under cover of a fiat 
candledieh). 

WlNDERMEBK, ^ngilist 5, 1885. 


]\Iv DKAUKST Fiuend, — Forgivc tlie way I address 
you. This is my first letter to you. And, after the 
happy fortnight I have passed in your company, I can 

not say “Dear Miss l>abb,” and I dare not say 

what so fain I would. 

So let it stand. I hope I may call you “ my friend." 
I know vou are the dearest I ever had. One short fort- 
night has proved to me that there is, at least, one woman 
who can understand the yearnings, the cravings, the 
sufferings of a man’s world-lacerated lieart! I feel 
that in you I have found a friend. 
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But I do not write to tell you wliat you know as well 
as I do, or as Lady Cheltenham. I write to tell you 
more.tlian Lady Cheltenham’s constant interference at 
sympathetic moments will allow me to say in words. 
In finding- a friend, I have lost my heart. I love you, 
Seinantha ! 

TJierefore I leave you. And to-morrow. For you 
are rich, and I am ])oor! For the same reason, T 
broke off my engagement to ]\Iiss Torchey. Lady 
Cheltenham would smile incredulously at tliis, no doubt! 
But the i)roof of tlie fact lies here ; — for honour’s sake, 
I refused an alliance with a woman whom I only llkaL 
IsoxL\ for the same honour’s sake, 1 refrain from breatli- 

ing a word of love to one wliom I whom T- 

Oh, that you too were i)Oor ! How I would work for 

you 1 How 1 "would slave ! How I would 

Farewell, Semantlia ! Fare tliee well ! 

Ever and only yours, 

CiiAiuaK. 


Forgive this blurred and hurried scrawl. A man is 
not always master of feelings as dee]) as those I am 
now trying to control. 
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From Miss Semcmtha Bahh to Ca^t. the Hon. C, Fitz- 
Blarney (delivered hy lutndy under cover of a hreak- 
fad-cuii), 

August 6, 1885. 

If you rc(dly nurd go, you can sny (jooddjy to me 
after breakfast on t]ie ishuuL I shall go out in a canoe, 
1 am real sorry for you. I'erhaps you won’t need to go 
at all though. Perhaps ! 

From OrrjiL the Hon. C, FUz-Blarncity Lanykam Hotel, 
W., to Be/njanihi Abrams, Esq. 

August 21, 1S85. 

My own euFX'iors Daulixg, — .lust time to tell you 
of a dreadful and cruel disappointment. Can’t arrange 
legal matters till 27th, although I have moved heaven 
and earth to get away to-morrow. Don’t forget your 
silly old lover; and, aboYo all, don’t let the rrenchineii 
make love to you. 

]\[ore by next post. In greatest haste, 

Your ever devoted and adoring 

Charlie. 

A thousand thanks for the cheque, wliich will set 
my poor old father free at last. But without your love, 
what comfort would even the sight of a father’s joy he 
to one so deep in love as I ? 
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From Copt, the Hon. C. Fitz-Blarncy, to Miss Semantha 
Bcibh, Hotel lU Baris, Trouville. 

August 21, 1885. 

Dear Benjy, — Enclosed I send yoii a cheque for tlio 
balance of our little account. I had to kid precious 
strong to get it, but at all events there it is. You won’t 
doubt 7)1)/ honour again, I do/et think. And I think 
you are not sorry that you didn’t Ijring an officer and a 
gentleman to sinasli for once. 

AVell, let bygones be bygones! Pussy de Clare is 
helping me to celchrate the burial of my bachelorhood ; 
we have some fellows coming to dinner to-night ; and 
the address is “Eoseleaf Lodge, Erompton Pioad.” 
Come, if yoxi like, at eight sharp ; and bring some one 
nice with you. But mind she is not American, heavily 
pitted, and thirty-three, as I shoidd politely decline 
such a painful reminder of what waits me at Trouville. 

Yours forgivingly, 

C. Eitz-Blarkey. 

The iirccedwg 7 'etnrneil, addi'esscd to Capt the Hoimio'able 
Charles Fits-Blarney, in the handmritiny of Miss 
ScDiantha Ball, postmark “ Trouville’' 
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He was, beyond all question, a very curious man ; and 
I came across him in an unexpected manner, I was on 
a tricycle tour in the north of Devon ; and I suddenly 
discovered that I wanted oil. I came to this conclusion 
at the top of a steej) hill. Below me the road ran down 
to a small stream, which marked out the valley. Over 
the stream ran a bridge ; and at the comer of the bridge 
was a small cottage with a patch of garden. 

As I dismounted from my vehicle, I discerned my 
friend. He was dressed in a loose suit of tweed, and 
wore a straw hat with an unusually broad brim ; and 
he was engaged in pruning and trimming a black 
Hamburg grape-vine that was trailed in rich clusters 
round about his chimney-stack. It was a model of a 
cottage. Commencing with the bridge, there ran along 
the side of the road a low stone wall with a little gate 
in it. This formed one boundary of the estate. Then 
a thick hedge of hawthorn ran in a semi-circle down to 
the river. The river itself formed the third boundary. 
Towards the edge of the stream sloped down a smooth 
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lawn of fresh turf, radiant with small beds of flowers. 
The rest of the garden was conducted upon economical 
principles. There were lettuces and cabbages and 
rhubarb ; there were some fine raspberry-canes ; there 
was a ])lantation of gooseberry and currant trees ; tlierc 
was also an asparagus bed, a cucumber frame, and a 
patch reserved for vegetable marrows. P>ut everywhere, 
in and between tlie beds, and about the borders, were 
standard roses, ricli in all the luxuriance of thcii' 
magnificent blossom. 

He was halfway up his ladder, against the chimney- 
stack, busy with his vine, when 1 called out to ask him 
if he could oldige me with a little oil. He turned his 
head, descended the ladder, and opened the little gate 
as I dismounted. 1 explained my ditlicultj' — that my 
bearings had become heated ; and 1 soon found myself 
inside his cottage, which consisted, so far as 1 could set*, 
of two little looms and a garret in the roof. "J’he one 
was fitted as a kitchen, with a coal-bunker, a cooking- 
stove, a small co^jper, and a dresser, with pots and 
kettles below it, and abundance of clean crockery on 
its upper shelves. The sitting-room — the second — n;- 
minded me of ni}’ own old college chambers — exce])t 
that there was a certain nautical atmosphere about it. 
Ill one corner were three ship’s bunks, fitted against the 
wall and ranged one above another. Tightly screwed 
to the mantelpiece was a ship’s chronometer in its case. 
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There were no cliairs, but tliere were settles against the 
wall. And in every nook and corner there were book- 
shelves crowded with books. 

The little matter of the oil was soon arranged. But 
after 1 hud got my bearings into working order and was 
about to resume liiy journey, my friend invited me to 
stay and smoke a pipe J liave not as yet described 
his appearance, lie seemed mmu) fifty years of age, 
but lime liad dealt kindly witli liim. His hair was 
closely cropped, but he wore an immense beard which 
rolled down over bis llanuel shirt. His chest was dee]>, 
Ids shoulders were broad, his limbs were muscular, his 
whole Imild was somewiiat heavy and l)earish, and there 
was a curious loolv in his dark brown eyes, as if ho were 
looking at things and thinking of things many hundreds 
of miles away. AVhile noticing these facts, I had lit my 
])ipe in compliance with Ids invitation, but 1 was 
astonished to sec 1dm open a bunker under one of the 
settles, and produce a. bottle of what jnoved to be 
genuine Leoville, and of a very good season. He also 
placed on the table, from out of a cupboard in the 
chimney corner, a box of cigars, tlie brand and quality 
of which were beyond disjuite, 1 ]neferred, however, 
to remain faithful to my well-used briar-root, and, as I 
was lighting it, 1 complimented my liost on the extent of 
Ids library. 

It is not so large as 1 could wish,'’ lie said, but I 

c; 2 
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have chosen it very carefully. Up there on. the little- 
shelf are all the classics worth reading, in the Tauchnitz. 
1 have no room for such duffers as Livy, Sallust, and 
Eiitropius. One must economize space in a hut like 
this. My French library is scanty. Yoii will find 
Montaigne, Brantome, Eabelais, Moliere, and a few odd 
volumes of Balzac, Voltaire, and George Sand, As 
for German” — here he burst into a tremendous laugli — 
“ I cannot read it, and I do not intend to learn. My 
English books are enough to last anybody tlirougli tlic 
longest winter. Witli Ben Jonson, and Defoe, and 
Fielding, and a few other such friends, a man need 
never feel dull or wearied.” 

“ Then you live here all the year round ? ” I 
asked. 

“ Yes,” he replied, “ 1 have l)een here now for some 
years, and I shall probably sto]) hero for many years to 
come. The place suits me. My rent is only twenty 
pounds, and my landlord is good enough to allow me to 
roam through his woods and to fish his waters as 1 
please. I do not abuse tlie permission, and it adds 
greatly to my enjoyment. 1 am fond of flowers. I 
grow my own fruit and vegetables, as you can see. 
Poultry and pigeons are destructive, but I have some 
fine rabbits. I would keep a pig, were it not for the 
trouble of attending to the beast.” 

I began to feel strangely interested. My new friend 
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had spoken witliout the least reserve, and yet there 
was evidently some sort of a secret about him. In a 
tentative kind of way I asked him whether he found 
life dull. 

“ Not at all,” he replied. “ Nigger here ” — ^Nigger 
was an overgrown bulldog, who was at the moment 
stretched out at full length, precisely where the patch 
of warm sunshine slanted on the threshold — “ is capital 
company. You know what Laudor said : that he was 
sorry for the man who had got a wife, and had not got 
a dog. Then I have my garden ; and I can catch eels 
from the lawn. In the evening I go down to the Horse 
and Groom. The big men of the village — the butcher, 
and baker, and candlestick-maker — discuss afiairs of 
.State there, and are very severe on Mr. Gladstone. 
Then, too, the curate looks in now and again, and drinks 
tea and plays chess, and tries to gently coax me into the 
right path. What path are you in yourself ?” 

I was a little bit upset by the suddenness of the 
question, and was beginning to stammer out a vague 
answer, when he sharply interrupted me. 

“ No, I don’t want your religious views. The religious 
opinions of a man are no good to anybody but himself, 
and they are not always that. I mean, what are you, 
and what is the station in life to which it has pleased 
I’rovidence to call you ? ” 

I told him that I was an assistant surgeon in a large 
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Ltmdon liospital, and was now enjoying a short autumn 
holiday. 

“ Yours,” said he, “ is the finest profession in the 
world. If you really Ioa'c science, you will never feel 
the want of anything else. I wastiid the first thirty 
years or so of my life over other things, and it is too 
late for me now to begin. But 1 know a little mathe- 
matics, and keep on pegging away at them. The 
curate helps me. He was a Senior Optime or some- 
thing of the sort. Then, too, 1 am fond of Iwtany ami 
of ornithology. I have made a very fair herbal, and 
that case behind you contains at least a hundred 
Aarrieties of Engli.sh beetles not as yet described in 
any catalogue of which I know.” 

Although he was thus frank, there was yet something 
about him tliat made cros.s-e.xamination impossiide. 
IVIy first and only attempt at it was a. signal failure. 

“ You have yaclited in your time ? ” 1 suggested, 
indicating the ship’s chronometer. 

“A chronometer,” he answered, “keeps better time 
than a clock, and gives less trouble. As for my Imnks, 
1 had them built because they take up very little room, 
and I do not care to .sleep in the cockloft under the 
tiles, or to put a friend there.” 

I was so disconcerted by this failure to e.xtract infor- 
mation that I at once turned the conversation towards 
the broad channel of general topics. We finished the 
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Leoville and strolled out into the garden. My friend 
showed me his beeliives, which were in perfect working 
order and all fitted with the latest apj)liances. 

He insisted that I should sample his apricots, which 
ran in rich luxuriance over the southern wall of his 
cottage. I also inspected a huge trunk with holes in 
it, wherein he kept a supply of eels to meet any sudden 
emergency of tlie table. Nigger meantime followed 
chjsely at our heels. 

“ I am my own gardener,” he said, “ my own cook, 
my own housemaid, and my own bailiff. Nigger here 
keeps the boys away from the apricots and the honey. 
I hope I shall see you on your return, and, indeed, you 
will l>e welcome at any time.” 

1 thanked him cordially for his hospitality, and also 
for a small bunch of choice stock roses which he in- 
sisted on making up for me. 

“ Clive them,” he said with a laugh, “ to the young 
lady at the bar, and you will get a better dinner and a 
more gracious smile.” 

We shook hands cordially, and I departed. He came 
out into the road t<.> see me off. As T turned the corner 
1 looked back. He was standing in the road puffing at 
the end of his cigar and with Nigger crouched at his 
ankle. We waved our hands to each other. I rounded 
the comer, and I have not seen him since. 

Have I any ideas of my own about this strange 
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hermit, with his library, and his cottage, and his bull- 
dog, and his bees, and his excellent claret ? I never 
care to speculate about the afiairs of other men. To 
do so when they have shown you unsolicited hospitality 
is not only impertinent, but ungrateful. And yet T 
think the secret of my friend’s life was hardly a secret 
at all. Over the mantelpiece, above the chronometer, 
exquisitely framed and carefully protected from the air 
by glass, hung the portrait of a woman. She seemed 
about twenty-five years of age, she was extraordinarily 
beautiful, and in her lap lay a rich wealth of freshly 
cut roses. 
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VISCOUNT LACKLAND; OR, USURY. 

Scene: — Promenade des Anfflavs, Nice. Me. Bakkeu 
(senwr partner of Messrs, Barker, Mortmain, Barker, 
<1'': Draft, of Lincoln’s Inn Fields) is dividing his 
attention hehoeen “ Galignani ” and the view. Enter 
Mr. Laman Eire. 

Mr. Eire. How are you, Mr. Barker, eh ? Glorious 
weather, this. 

Mr. Barker (stiffly). Good-morning to you, Mr. 
Eike. (Becomes intensely interested in “ Galignani!') 

Mr. E. (undaunted). Tried the tables, eh, !Mr. 
Barker? You’ve earned your holiday. I hope you are 
enjoying it. 

Mr. B. Our amusements differ, I imagine, Mr. Eike. 
1 never gamble. 

Mr. K Ah, well, you see, I do. 1 lost a cool two 
thou, last night. 

Mr. B. Indeed ! (Obtrusively refolds his “ Galignani.”) 
Mit. E. Well, if our amusements differ, business 
brings us together, anyhow. You’ll be wanting to see 
me pretty soon, I expect, over young Lackland’s matters. 
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I don’t intend to wait any longer. I know old Dare- 
acres is a client of yours. 

Me. D. T enjoy his lordship’s confidence, Mr. Eike. 

]Me. E. Then you’ll enjoy it soon to some tune. It’s 
thirty thou, you’ll have to find, or else the game’s up. 
I’ll take nothing less, if 1 have to make the young man 
a bankrupt and l)uy in the reversion. I’m the only 
creditor of importance, and the cards are in my hand. 

Me. D. (hnr)} “ OoUgnani"). Of course, 

!Mr. Eike, there is such a thing as a Court of Equity. 
3 need hardly remind a gentleman of your experience 
of that. 

Me. E. {clnifMinij). T have met you in it once or 
twice, i\Ir. Darker, when you haven’t exactly held 
trumps. You got precious little change out of me last 
time. 

Mu. D. {iritli, asnii.vi])tiuR. of dujniln). It is a pity, sir, 
that our courts do not give more adequate piotection tO' 
reckless and inexperienced young men. 

Me. E. Qi(jlit 'iv<j a hv(jc citjav and ii\tTu\<j duirii). AYhy, 
Mr. Darker — Cigar ? Oh, don’t smoke ? sorry for you — 
wdty, 1 don’t see very much diflerence between my 
business and yours. Half your work is raising money, 
and the rest making out bills of costs. 

Me. B. (Judicially). Pardon me, sir ; there is the very 
greatest difference. 

Me. E. I don’t see it, then, I’m blest if I do i Look 
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here, I lend- young Lackland solid money. I charge 
him stiff for it ; but look at my risk. I shall be out of 
my money a long time, anyway. Perhaps 1 shall never 
S(H‘ it ; for old Pareacres is a good life, and I'm a little 
dickey. Well, Tve insured Lackland very heavily. It 
costs me a lot a year, I can tell you. Ten to one, if Jio 
dies a little too soon, the offices will dispute the policies, 
and say he used to drink, and that r^n only a Jew 
money-lender. TIum Fve always got the chance that 
tlio father or the son, or both of them, will dispute the 
whole thing. A man who risks his money that way 
expects to make on it; and you know L do my business 
fair and s(juare. I charge a big price. Put then 
there’s the stuff down, and no deductions. 

Me. 11. Possibly, sir. Put if young men like Lord 
Lackland were commonly prudent, they would raise 
money — if they had to raise it at all — in a legitimate 
manner, through the regular channel, and at a reason- 
able rate. 

IMh. E. “ Iteasonalilc rate,’' ]\lr. P. ! 

Mu. P, j\Iv name is Parker, Mr. Eikm 

]\lu. E. Very well, jMr. Parker, then. “Ifeasonable 
rate " ! Ileasonable gammon ! Look here ; what do j/cm 
do ? You won’t lend a cent without security up to the 
hilt, and you charge live per cent, for doing it. It ])ays 
you a precious deal better than investing in Consols, 
and it's rpiite as safe. Then, a nice little lawyers bill 
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jou run up over the job, you anil your son-in-law the 
conveyancer who prepares the deeds, which are all 
•common form, you know ; as common form as a bill of 
exchange. And I suppose solicitors never get commis- 
sion on life insurance. And then, as soon as you can 
decently work it, your client is “ very sorry, but lie is 
obliged to call his money in.” And so you have to 
hnd another client and transfer the securities to him, 
and go through the whole rig over again. 

Mu. 11. 1 do not know if you mean to be ofiensive, 
sir. 

Mu. E. Not a bit of it. Hut I know this, that, what 
with one thing and another, you make thirtj' jier cent, 
•on your money, with security as safe as the Bank. 1 
take no security, and when 1 have reckoned my losses 
perhaps I make fifty. I wish I was in the legitimate 
line myself, but I’m bringing my boy up to it anyhow. 
He’s at Eton, you know, along with your sons. They’re 
rather thick, I believe. 

Mu. B. (disconcerlcd). I was not aware of the fact. 

Mu. E. {cheerfully). Oh yes. I mean my boy to be 
respectable, you know. Live in Grosvenor Square ; go 
to church ; take the chair at missionary meetings like 
you fellows do. I’m too fond of the tables, I am. And 
I like baccarat, and I’m fond of horseflesh ; and every 
now and then I get the “knock” pretty heavy, I can 
±ell you. But the boy’s a gcod boy ; not a young rip 
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like Lackland. And (meditativch/) I shouldn’t mintl 
seeing him county member. And Lackland Towers 
might suit him some day. Odder things have 
happened. 

Mu. Ik Mr. Eike, your sentiments towards your son 
do you every credit, but the Lackland estate is strictly 
entailed. 

Mli. E. (Jowr/diu/ away an inch and a half of aslt). Is 
it ? Well, entails don’t always last, and there are other 
firms than yours, IMr. l>arker. Lut really I shoiild like 
to settle this matter amicably. {Rises.) 

Mr. J>. {risiny also). Sir, in cases such as this, I 
always advise my clients to avoid, if possible, tlie enor- 
mous expense and painful publicity of litigation. 

Mu, E. {stretcluny Ms leys). I reckon they don’t find 
private arrangements very much cheaper, anyliow. 
Your firm have a line business, ^Ir. !>. And I like 
that place of yours in Uerkshire very much. You 
made a good bargain wlien you bought up the equity 
of it. 

Mu. B, (preserviny his equanimity). Well, Mr. Eikc, I 
am sure you have no personal feeling in Lord Lackland’s 
matters. 

Mu. E. {cmpJutiically). Not a d — n ! 

Mu. B. And I should wish, for the sake of the family, 
that matters were arranged without scandal. I have 
heard something of the Viscouut^s entanglements 
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besides, Lord Barcacres is in precarious health, and any 
sudden shock 

"iVIii. E. (dt'i/li/). Ts he ? I didn’t know it. Well, Mr. 
Barker, J’ln at the Hotel de Paris, Monte Carlo. If 
you’ll dine with me to night 

Mi{. B. 1 am very much afraid 1 am engaged. But 1 
am here for some time ; we shall meet again, no doubt. 
{Offers his haiul, u'hieh ]\Ib. E. sha/.rs hcmiHj/. Aside to 
himself, resuming his seat, and fonjet fid if his “ (iidief- 
oiani” and. the 'peosjied) That’s a dangerous fellow! 1 
must wire to Draft. Thirty thousand, he said. Ileil 
take twenty at onee. The Bank will do it for iis at 
four. We must make it live and a half, and the costs 
will come to something. A very dangerous fellow 
indeed ! {Meditates.) 

Mr. E. {to himself as he saunters in a satisfied lomaje 
towards the Gare, en route for Monte Carlo). Sly old 
scoxmdrel ! Means mischief, or he wouldn’t have ended 
.so civilly. Wants his own pick at the bones, does he ( 
Infernal old hypocrite! He’d stand in with me to- 
morrow, if I gave him the chance. You are a nailer, } ou 
ure, IMr. B., you and your ])iety ; but you ain’t a patch 
on Sol Isaacs. Sol will best you yet, my boy. {Throws 
away his cie/ar, and whistles the Glou-Glou duet from 
“La Mascotte" inan undertone of quiet content.) 
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From Misft Borotliy SampHon, 17 Pomona Gardens, 
Bayswater, to Sir Jtryinald Fogle, Bart., Baccarat 
Cluh, rail MedJ, S.W. 

Jn])j 20, 1885. ' 

My i)Aiii.i.\(; ]iEGY, — I feel most iicutely tliat it is 
not for me to write to you lirst, after the way in which 
you treated me at Latly Clieltenliam’s last night, even 
if it were only to ask yoti for an explanation of your 
extraordinary behaviour. Instead of coming to claim 
the dance I had i)romised you, although you had 
acknowledged Mamma’.s bow, and therefore onust have 
known that I was tliere, you filled your card nearly up 
before coming near nu;. And when I said, as teas only 
nakmd, that it was rather nnusual conduct, you went 
off in a hud', talking aljout returning presents and never 
seeing each other again, and so on. 

l»ut, Kegy, you know I love you. Although you Jiave 
run tlirough so much money, and have been so wild, I 
am quite ready to wait till you get that appointment ; 
and we can satisfy Papa that, at all events, you are a 
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good boy. So, you can’t call me so very unkind, after 
all, can you ? This is our first quarrel — let it be our 
last. 

I shall expect you to call to-morrow afternoon to be 
forgiven. 

Yours still the same, 

Dollie. 


From Sir Jiegincdd Fogle, Bart., to Miss Dorothy 
Samjps&n. 

Juhj 21, 1885. 

My dear Miss Sampsov, — I have just received your 
very kind letter, and for which I thank you sincerely. 
At the same time, you must be aware from what you 
have seen of me that I am not a man to come to a 
determination lightly, nor, having come to it, lightly to 
depart from it. I have lately noticed (and specially 
the night before last) the lamentable incompatibility of 
our tempers. Far be it from me to blame you for the 
misunderstanding between us! On the contrary, let 
us both be thankful that you are not yet irrevocably 
bound to one possessed of a heart so sensitive as not to 
be able to support a slight, however unmerited, from 
the object of his affections. 

I therefore think it better far-^ 


“ Best for you, and best for me ” 
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— that we should part. Enclosed you will find the 
letters you liave addressed to me, and the cigar-case. 
I will leave the rest to your discretion. My letters to 
you, I know, are in good hands. 

Believe always that I shall entertain the deepest 
respect for you. I trust that the end of our engage- 
ment will not also prove the end of our friendship. 
Forgive me if I give you pain. It is only to save you 
misery. 

Always most sincerely yours, 

Eeginald Fogle, 

P.S. — I am sure you will not misinterpret me if I 
add that I hear your father, although one of the most 
respected merchants in Leeds, is not tliG Mr. Sampson 
of Leeds. Now, how could we live ? I, depending 
upon the remote possibility of an appointment of ;^200 
a year — you, with the tastes, habits, and aspirations of 
an extravagant woman. Impossible ! 


From, Miss Dorothy Sampson to Sir Reginald Fogle, 

Bart. 


November 21, 1885. 

Deab Sik Eeginald, — I was glad to meet you in 
Piccadilly the other day, but I was sorry to see you 
look so pre-occupied. I do trust it is not the little 

H 
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mistake which I made in entrusting my life’s happiness 
to your care wliich occasions your grief. I assure you 
that your letter to me after Lady Ciielteidiain’s hall 
quite dispelled any girlish folly I might have retained 
in my head. 

Why did you tell jiie, Ity-the-way, that “the appoint- 
ment ” was a certainty of £2000 a yetir, if it was only 
an improbability of £200 ? 

But, as the actors say, “ a truce to this.” 1 have 
been enjoying myself vastly ; and I trust that, for all 
your careworn looks, you have l)een doing the same. 

We are at home on AVeduesdays. Bray call ; that 
is, if you meant what you saiil about “ friendship ” in 
your letter. 

Sincerely yours, 

Dorothy Sampson. 

P.S. — Talking of friendship, 1 am ready to prove mu 
friendship for you. Listen ■ Mrs. Thompson is staying 
at the Grand Hotel, Brighton, with her two daughters. 
One is lovely — one is plain. B.ut’onc has just come 
into her godmother’s money 50,000). I am Sony 
to say that I hear it is the plain one. AVliy not go 
down and make love to her? She is very romantic, 
so pray, dont tcdk ahout settlements ,if you want to 
succeed. If you marry her, don’t forget that you owe 
it to the friendship of your old friend Dollie. 
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From Sir Jicf/inald Fotjlr, Bart,, Grand Hotel, 
Brif/hion, to Jarnr^ Simillcr, Esq., Baccarat Clnl), 
Ball Mall, S,W. 

January 5, 18S6. 

Dear JT>niY, — lust received yoTirs. I can only say 
tliat it is all riffhL It will be all settled in a day or 
two. 1 mn ve]y sorry tliat T can't promise you any- 
tliiii^c;' just at jjresent, as tlie ,!L>‘ir] is very peculiar, and 
won't even listen 1 o tlu^ mention of anytliing connected 
witli money. However, I’ve done the trick this time, 
I think. Slie’s booked, 1 feel sure. The sister is one 
of the sweetest girls 1 over saw, and sack a beauty, but 
''wlierc tlic^ treasure is there must my heart be also!” 
My one, Sarah (predty name, isn’t it ?), is most certainly 
])lain, but she is well gilt. ;6'i 50,000 is not so bad, is 
it, old man t 

Yon sliall ]iav(5 the amount T owe you as soon as the 
wedding is over. 

Yours alwajvs, 

JJeoy. 

r.S . — 1 would send you something on account, only 
the expenses of the wedding and the honeymoon will 
auake more than a big hole in my ready money. And, 
until wo are married, 1 can't claim much control over 
hers ; can 1 ? 


n 2 
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From Sir Reginald Fogle, Bart., Grand Hotels 
Brighton, to Miss Sarah Thompson, Ch'and Hotel, 
Brighton. 

Jannary 8, 1 886 . 

T love yoTi madly, passionately, and you know it. 
Think me foolish, think me — well, anything you please ; 
but believe in my sincerity when T tell you that 1 can- 
not stay on here — nay, more, that I cannot stay in 
England — unless you deliver me from this awful sus- 
pense. 

Shall I go, or not ? Tell me, darling Sarah. 

Yours ever, and always, 

llEaiNALD. 

Fro^n the “ Times ” of the 2 ^th of Fchmary 1 886. 

< 3 n the 23rd inst., at St. Vitus’s, Bayswater, by the 
Ivcv. Aloysius Brown (uncle of the bride) assisted by 
Canon Cruttwcll, Vicar of the Parish, Sir Beginald 
Fogle, Bart., of Fogle Hall, Brokensliire, to Sarah, elder 
daughter of John Thompson, Esq., of 15 Modderit 
Square, Bayswater, W. 

From Miss Dorothy Sampson, to Sir Reginald Fogle, 
Bart., Hotel des Princes, Paris, 

February 29, 1886. 

Heab Sib Eeginald,-— A llow me to congratulate you 
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on the occasion of your wedding, which I saw announced 
in the Times of the 25th. 

I am afraid you must be a sadly changeable man. I 
remember you once wrote to me to say that you could 
not marry unless the young lady had money. Why did 
you go and fall in love with Miss Sarah Thompson, 
when it is her pretty sister, Miss Blanche Thompson, to 
whom the £ 1 50,000 was left ? 

However, to a man possessed of a sensitive heart 
like yours, the mere suggestion of a mercenary motive 
must be unutterably disgusting. So I will say no more 
but this — that your disinterested choice does equal 
Jionour to your head and your heart. 

Yours, 

Dorothy Sampson. 

I don’t quite remember whether, in my last letter 
to you, I said that the money had been left to Sara/u 
Did I? 
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LE EEVEKS DE LA MEDAILLE. 

Frmn James lladderh/. Esq., Maiuajer of the HUnritif 
Theatre, Piecadilli/, to Lord LjV.staee Wayle, Crociis 
Cluh, Pall Mall. 

Jivmumj 22, iSSi. 

My dear LoiU) Eestace, — I was not surprised at 
receiving your letter, as I have suspected you, for some 
time past, of a more than decided partiality for Miss 
Undine l)u^■al ; I liave now and then fancied that she 
might one day return it. 

You could not have done better than apply to me. 
An actress may deceive her own family as to her 
morals and her manners, hut she will liud it A ery hard 
to take in her manager. 

As Miss Duval has been a member of my company 
for OA'Cr two years, I am therefore si)eakii)g with 
authority when I say that I should no more believe an 
imputation against her character than against my own 
sister’s. 

It is true that she takes leg-parts in opcra-boufl'e, and 
that she has always had hosts of admirers ; but she is a 
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lady, if ever there was one, and whoever may speak 
lightly of her lies in his throat. 

It is obvious that my testimony must be disinterested, 
since, if you marry her, I lose the best “ draw ” I have 
had yet. Well, then, 1 will conclude with this — if she 
consents to become your wife, you are a devilish lucky 
man ! 

Yours very sincerely, 

James Haddeely. 


From the, Duke of Dia'icllion, Castle Ikirhdlion, N.B., 
to Lord Fiistarc Waylc, Grand Hotel, Paris. 

Fehniary 22, 1881. 

Deau Eustace, — As your letter, just received, informs 
me that your marriage with an actress is now a fait 
arromidi, 1 slnill not waste cither time or paper with tlie 
enumeration of my various and very natural objections 
thereto. 

It is ridiculous to remind me that Dukes have some- 
times sought tlieir wives on the stage. A Duke can do 
many tilings that a Duke’s dependent cannot. 

But, after all, you are one of my sous. 

On condition, therefore — 

1st. That your wife never again performs in public, 
and, 

2nd. That you both live out of England, I will allow 
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you £$00 a year, upon which sum, together with the 
income of £$oo you have under your poor mother’s will, 
you ought to be able to live very comfortably. 

I warn you that the continuance of this allowance 
depends entirely upon your strict fulfilment of the 
conditions I impose. I thank you for the expression 
of your filial devotion. 

Yours affectionately, 

Baebellion. 


From Lady Ficstace WayU, Magnolia Villa, Ballaboola 
Boad, Melbourne, to Mrs. Duved, 173 Craven Street, 
Strand. 

January 30, 1883. 

You keep saying that I don’t answer your inquiries 
about Eustaee. Well, my dear Mother, I don’t say 
anything about him, because there is nothing cheering 
to say. He cannot help being an invalid, jioor fellow ; 
but I don’t think that I should have married him if I 
had known that he was consumptive. Besides, what 
with doctors’ bills, the delicacies he cannot live without, 
the carriage exercise he must have, and so on, we can- 
not make both ends meet. 

You may as well know it at once. I have had to go 
back to the stage. I feel that if once Eustace were to 
find that marriage had deprived him of his accustomed 
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luxuries, he would cease to love me — perhaps end by 
hating me. 

And so I have got an engagement at a Melbourne 
theatre at £12 a week. It is a long drive from here, 
and when I have done at night I have to sit up, as a 
rule, nursing, till about tluree in the morning — some- 
times later. .So it isn’t a very lively state of tilings, is 
it, dearest Mother ? . . . . 

From Capi. Ilwjk Forrester, A.D.C., Government House, 
Melbourne, to Climics O'Shanter, Esq., ^rd Life 
Guards, Kniyldsbridijc. 

Fehruanj 30, 1884. 

.... Who do you think is out here with his wife ? 
Who do you think lets his wife act in boys’ parts at the 
(luiety, and cops the salary to pay for his pretty 
victoria and line old port ? Why, Eustace Wayle, 
who used to be thought rather a good fellow, and has 
now turned into a selfish, invalidish beast. Poor 
Undine ! I used to be awfully fond of her — I am 
afraid 1 am so still. It is too dreadful to think of the 
life she must lead, particularly since the Duke’s agents 
have found out that she has returned to the stage. It 
seems that the Duke stopped Wayle’s allowance the 
moment he hoard of it. And friend Wayle (who was 
ready enough to let her do it, as he thought, “ on the 
quiet”) now rounds on her, and says she has ruined 
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liim. It makes iny Mood boil wlieii he talks of it. 
Don’t take any notice of what 1 say in this disjointed 
letter. Above all, don’t think tliat Undine has ever 
given me the slightest encouragement to breatlie a word 
of my devotion. She is an angel ! . . . . 

From Shorfrroft ii: 15 Li JiUh Fields, 

to Lord Eusincc Wa/flc, Melhoif rtic. 

Jidtj 10, 1884. 

]\Iy Loud, — We liave the honour to inform you tluit, 
according to tlie will of your lamented father, the Duke 
of Barltellion (whose decease we announced to you by 
telegram), you ai’c entitled to the sum (d‘ ;£'50,ooo, free 
of legacy duty, wliicli sum we hold at your disposal. 

Awaiting your lordship’s instructions, we are, my 
lord, 

Your lordship s obedient Servants, 

SiioKTCfa )Fr & UaiJ). 


From Ca]}t<rin Forresicr, Lovr/s Hotel, Jkoul Street, W., 
to lAidij Eusiaec Weiyle, Grand Hotel, Jlrifjhton. 

January 17, 1885. 

]\Iv DAiiLiXG Undine, — I have just received your 
letter. You acknowledge that your married life has 
never been hapi^y ; that, at the best, you have been 
nothing more than a nurse and a bread-winner ; tliat 
your husband’s conduct has every year become more 

'.s; 

' ■%- 
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selfish and cruel ; and that, now he has come into some 
money, he openly regrets having married you — and yet 
you refuse to come to my loving arras and tender fare. 

AVell, I respect you for the refusal, darling. It shows 
you are worthy of my love. Hut, thanks be, there is a 
way out of the dikuuma. 

Leave him. Come up to London. AVe will openly 
take ajiartments togethci' as man and wife. Hut I 
pledge you nn' word of honour, as an officer and a 
gentleman, that 1 will only come to see you as 1 would 
a sis'/rr until he has got liis divorce, and then — then, we 
will be married immediately ! 

A'our own, 

Jluaii. 

Tdcynnn- f rom U. Witijlc, Br 'ujhtrni, to Copt. Forrester, 
London, Jamiarij 18, 1885. 

Meet me, A^'ictoria, five-tliirty this afternoon. Have 
decided to act as you wish. 

Divorce Court Proceedings, snhsequentlg rejwrted in 
the “ Times.” 

AVayle V. AA’’ayle and Foekestek. 

This was an undefended action, and the allegations 
of the petitioner having been fully proved, the Court 
pronounced a decree nisi, with costs against the co- 
respondent. 
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EPISCOPAL DISCIPLINE. 

Scene : — The Ilorticidtui’al Fete nf Cricliclliamjjton- 

an-Sea. 

'The Bishop of Crichel, in an apostolic attitude, is 
watcldwj the conclusion of the lawn-tennis match for 
the eJumpioHshf) of the county. The match is over, 
<uid the conqueror, the IJEV. TuoJiAS JONES, B.A., 
raises his forefinger to the peak of his flarmel cap as 
he crosses the shadow of the cqdscopcd gaiters. 

The Bishop of Crichel. Good-morning, Mr. Jones. 
Yon have won the match, I learn. 

Mr. Jones. Yes, my lord; I have pulled it off this 
time ; glory be ! 

The Bishop. Really, Mr. Jones, that is not quite the 
language — ur — which — ur — I should have hoped to 
have heard 

Mr. Jones. Why, Bishop ? You’re from Cambridge, 
and so am I. I was rowing in Third Trinity when 
your lordship was tutor at Kat’s. I thought your 
lordship would be glad to know that we’d lowered the 
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dark blue. Colonel Bowyer, of the garrison, laid me a 
pony to ten on the liural Dean, who was so great a player 
at Oxford. Used to play Mark Pattison, you know. 

The Bisiioi*. T cannot altogether regret this meeting, 
Mr. Jones, because it — ur — gives me — ur — the oppor- 
tunity of saying a few words to you. Shall we walk 
aside ? 

Mu. Jones {thrastiiuj hi'i racket under his arm). 
Certainly, my lord. 

The Bishop. 1 have lieen anxious for this opportunity 
for a long time, Mr. Jones. 

!Mi{. Jones. I live live miles from your lordship's 
Palace. A letter could easily have fetched me. 

The Bisiioi* (scvmii/). And I rejoice that it has come 
at last. The Archdeacon, Mr. Jones, does not speak well 
of you. 1 am told that you keep a yacht, that you hunt, 
and that you shoot ; and to-day I learn with amazement, 
from your own lips, that you bet ! 

;Mk. Jones {pcnitcntially). It was a very little bet,, 
my lord. Only twenty-five pounds, and with my 
brother-in-law. 

The Bishop. Twenty-five pounds, Mr. Jones, is 

Mb. Jones. The precise income of your lordship’s 
private chaplain. I'^es, my lord. I pay my own curate 
two hundred. 

The Bishop. Mr. Jones, the total value of your 
vicarage is only two hundred and seventy-five. 
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Me. Jones. Yes, luy lord, with a very nice house and 
garden, and eighteen acres of glebe. Hut the parish 
is a very straggling one, so I kee]) a curate to do the 
light work for me. 

The rUsTlOi’ {fiinuiirriiuj). I w'ould have you under- 
stand, Mr. Jones, that I am sjreakiiig seriously. Y’our 
levity is ill-assumed. "When a beneiicod clergyman in 
my diocese keeps a yacht, and hunts, and shoots, he sets 
a bad example, and neglects the — ur — o]>portunities of 
— ur — eilification whieli liave been graciously bestowed 
upon him. 

Ml!. Jones {(Icjidnlhi). 'My lord, you’re JJishop (tf 
Crichel, and 1 fim Vicar of reliblclunnpton. r>y 
what right does your lordship speak to me in tliis 
way t 

The Eisiiop. As lieing, by the grace of Ciod, your 
ecclesiastical superior. Your conduct, iMr. .rones, has 
long i)ained me very deeply, and 1 must insist on an 
alteration. 

1\Ie. Jones. Look hero, my lord. 1 have two hundre<l 
and seventy-live a year. I pay two hundred out of my 
own pocket to a curate whom Lam not obliged to keep. 
My brother, a medical man, who has no occasion to 
l)ractise, lives with me at the Vicarage, and attends idl 
the poor for nothing, kly curate looks after the old 
women and hears the children their Catechism. I, my- 
self, preach on Sundays, audit the parish charities, and 
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supplement the poor-law out of my private purse, I 
will not aok your lordsliip liow your episcopal revenue 
is apj)ortione(l. 

The Ihsiioi’ {xmcdsilij). Sir, there are many demands 
which 

Mi£. Joxes. 'i'es, 1 know, ^'our lordsliip has a large 
family. 

The BlsJiO]’ {rcnrliiiuj hoU intj Sir! 

Mit. doxEs (uiixbanlicd). Yes, my lord. Tliere liave 
been iive good livings in your lordship’s gift. Two 
have gone to your lordship’s sons, and tliree to your 
lordshiji’s sons-iu-law. 

The Bisiior {hollivij oi-,er). Sir! I exercise the patron- 
age wliich Heaven has placed in my hands witt a due 
regard 

Ml!. Jones. Oli, yes, my lord. You never promote a 
man who rides to hounds, or follows the partridges, or 
keeps a fifteen-ton yawl. 

The Bjstioi' (' 7m/ i/p/ u-itk iiidiijxxlio/i). Certainly not. 
And let me tell you, Mr. Jones, that I have warned you 
as a father might warn an erring son, and that, unless I 
soon hear diflerently from the Archdeacon, 1 shall feel 
it my painful duty to take the opinion of my 
Chancellor. 

Me. Jones (placidlij). Your fourth son-in-law and 
recognized leader of the Muckborough sessions. A ery 
well, Bishop. I see him coming this way with your 
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family party. Before they reach ear-shot, let me tell 
you just this — ^that you’re a humbug. 

[The Bishop Umis jnirplc vnth indvjnntion. 

Mr. Jones {wttcrhf uummu'd l))j ilir. epkcopal v:rat]i, 
and cinjyhasizinff his sentaiccs hy slapping the palnh of his 
hand vnth the rim of his tennis rachct). Yes, my lord, a 
humbug. I care as little for your lordship as for your 
lordship’s Archdeacon or your lordship’s Chancellor. I 
rowed in the Third Trinity boat, and I was fourth classic. 
Your lordship never did anything at Cambridge, and you 
never would have been a Bishop but for tlie influence 
of your wife’s lirother’s sister-in-law with her own sister, 
the wife of the Lord Chancellor. You do not yacht 

because.you can’t afford it, and would be sea-sick if you 

# 

could. As for shooting and hunting, you know rather 
less about them than you do about cricket. You are 
notoriously mean in money matters ; and yet you dare 
to censure me, who spend in my parish very much more 
than my small stipend. 

The Bishop (Recovering hreath). I was not aware, Mr. 
Jones, that the Lord had so blessed 

Me. Jones (brusquely). The Lord ! It was my uncle, 
Dan Murdoch, the ironmaster. 

The Bishop (gasping). Of Gartsherrie ? 

Me. Jones. Exactly so; well, he did his duty by me, 
and so a few hundreds a year spent in my parish don’t 
hurt me. 
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The Eishop. Indeed. I was not aware that Provi- 
dence had — ur — so — ur; hut — ur — ^liere are my wife 
and daughters. May we hope to see you and Mrs. 
Jones this evening at the Palace ? 

Mr. Jones {(jood-naiiireilhf). Thanks, my lord. I and 
my brotlier, the doctor, are both bachelors, and we dine 
to-night witli the garrison. 

The Bikiiop (with episcopal persuasiveness). Then to- 
morrow evening. My wife and daughters will 

Mj{. Jones. I sec them \vithin ten yards. Bishop, and 
I am somewhat scantily dressed. I can’t come to- 
morrow. I am oh' for two days’ trawling. Good-bye, and 
tliink better of me. I entirely forgive the Archdeacon. 

Mrs. Bishop and the family appear on the scene. 

Mrs. Bishop (author itatively), I trust. Bishop, you 
haVe spoken to that man as he deserves. The Arch- 
deacon has just assured me 

The Bjshoj’ (testily). Bother the Archdeacon ! 

Mrs. Bishop (horror-struclc). Bishop ! 

The Bishop. Yes, Maria, Mr. Jones is a credit to the 
diocese. 

Eldest Miss Bishop (scornfidly). I don’t tliink a 
clergyman a credit to the diocese, pa, when he smokes a 
short wooden pipe in the cut-flower tent, wears a black 
necktie, and actually drives up the officers from the 
barracks in their four-in-hand. 


I 
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The Bishop {sharph/). Hold your tongue, Elizabeth ! 
Maria, a word with you {walks apart with Mks. Bishop). 
The gifts of Providence are manifold. Mr. Jones has 
been amj)ly blessed. He and his brother are nephews 
‘'^nd co-heirs of Mr. Murdocli, the great Iron King. 
Mr. Jones is doing admirable work in liis j)arish. (3od 
has blessed his labours, and 1 feel it my duty to single 
him out for preferment. Elizabetli is twenty-seven, I 
think. Yes, exactly so. Maria, you will write and ask 
Mr. Jones and his brother to dinner. 

{Scaxo doses.) 
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A PRUDENT MARRIAGE. 

IroWj Bir fJoynlc^^, Bdlimihcr Ccudlc, Loamsh/irc^ 

to the DouHUfcr Lady IToolclmm, 17A Talmcira 
Bquarr, BrUjldon, 

Ocidber 20 , 1875 . 

My DEAii Lady IIookiiam, — I dare say you will be 
surprised at Iiearing from me, but when I tell you I am 
writing in the greatest i)erplexity, and upon the most 
delicate matter, you will, 1 am sure, understand my 
object in addressing you, and excuse the trouble I am 
giving you. You will see by the address that we are 
at present still staying with tlie ]5ell wethers. Under 
ordinary circumstances our visit should now terminate ; 
but Evelina has been the life and soul of the party, and 
Lady Bellwether has fallen quite in love with her. And, 
on my side, Lord Bellwether, who is not so young as he 
was, and is very fond of a good opponent at chess, and 
a good listener to liis interminable stories about 
(Jeorge IV. — Lord Bellwether declares that I am the 
only man in the house wortli associating with. 

That means, for me, free quarters till further notice ; 
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and for Evelina, tlie chance of securing one of the two 
most eligible partis 1 have yet succeeded in finding for 
her. But, alas ! my dear lady, there is an adder in the 
path. What was the use the other day, when we went 
in a party to Carlingford Ablicy, of iny putting the 
wretched girl into the phaeton with young Lord Bullion 
because 1 was nervous, and “ ]ireferred Evelina’s place 
in the landau with dear Lady Bellwether” ? What was 
the use, when dutcley, the ricli cotton hi’oker, came for 
a walk with my misguided daugliter and myself, of my 
“having a warning of my old complaint,” after a 
hundred yards or so, and leaving them to iinish a two 
hours’ stroll alone ? 

Alas ! my dear lady, none. 

Eor there has been staying in the house a certain 
George Lynch, who, I believe, is by trade a barrister, 
who 1 am certain is falling in love with Evelina, and 
who, I fear, is inducing her to reciprocate his folly. He 
certainly is not re2udsive in aiipearance, nor is he 
dressed otherwise than as a gentleman. And he pos- 
sesses some sort of superficial talent in the scribbling 
of rhymes and the tinkling of the pianoforte. 

But I feel sure he considers himself lucky if he 
makes £yx) a year. This is bad enough, but the worst 
has to come: — Lady Bellwether favours and assists the 
fellow in his audacious design ! 

Prompt flight is, of course, the only way out of it. 
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But here is the dilemma ; I am very comfortable here, 
and I don’t want to fly. I want to stay on. 

Can you — will you, dear Augusta, help me in this 
delicate matter ? Could you — would you invite Evelina 
to stay witli you at Brighton, at otwe, for a time ? If 
such a thing cohUI be arranged, you would be the most 
beneficent “ dca c.k mmliind” ever heard of. 

Thiulc of it, and write us qnuldy as 'possible to your 
distracted 

James. 

I looked at j'our pm ti’ait last night ! Thirty years 
ago ! “ Hel luihi pra'icritos !" 

From- Ckorgc Lynch, 3 Pump Court, Middle Temple, to 
Miss Coyulcss, 17A J*ahncira Sipiare, Priyldon. 

Novemhcr 9 , 1875 . 

My ow\ DAliLixtr I.IXA, — Little did I think when I 
was inti'oducod to you by Lady Bellwether that, scarcely 
more than a fortnight after, we two should be standing 
under the beeclies, in the glorious autumn sun, plighting 
our troth to each other! You need not enjoin caution 
upon me, my sweet. 

And now to tlie main point in this scrawl. I am 
working very hard — going to make a fortune — for you. 
But I shall lose courage unless 1 see my sweetheart 
now and then — say once a fortnight. 
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It is now more than a fortnight since you left the 
Castle so suddenly. Will you sliji out next Thursday 
morning, and meet me at the station, by the train 
which arrives from Victoria at eleven o’clock ? 

We can have a couple of hours on tlie downs all to 
cnirschcs ; and then I might meet you and the dragon 
in tlie afternoon % acevh ni in tlje King’s lload. >Say 
“ Yes,” and comfort the heart of 

Yours ever and only, 

(Jkougk. 


D'ovi Miss Coynlcss, Briyldon, io (konje lynch, London. 

Januanj 20, 1876. 

My DEAiiEST Geoege, — I write these few lines in yreat 
distress of wind, to tell you tliat }'ou must discontinvc 
your visits io Ikiyhion. I have long fell sure, from her 
manner, that some spy has been reporting our meetings 
to the dragon ; and it has been painful enough to put 
up with the hints and innuendoes which have been 
heaped upon me in consequence. But after haAiug 
been caught together in the waiting-room, as we were 
the other day, my life has been simply vwndurahlc. 
Well, then, be a good boy ; wait till we come up to 
town. In greatest haste, your unhappy 

Lina. 
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P,S. — Don’t answer this, I feel sure she suspects 
something, and she is quite capable of opening my 
letters. 

IM’.S. — Of course I know Lord Itattelpayte. Isn’t he 
one of Lady Hookham’s oldest friends ? What of that ? 

Miss Coynlcss, Brighton, to George Lynch, London. 

February lo, 1876. 

Dear ( Seoiige, — 1 was very much surprised at meeting 
}'Ou yesterday morning on the pier, after my desgoairing 
entreaty to you not to (•ome down here again. Appa- 
rently you care little whether I am hdlicd to death by 
those upon whom I depend for a home, as long as 
you can indulge what you call “ love,” and what seems 
much more like a selfish desire to hare your own vxiy. 

IJut I was more tlian surprised at the letter which I 
have just received from you. What ! just because you 
find me listening to the band with Lord Eattelpayte, I 
am to be treated with eight pages of preaching and 
warning and recrimination ! 

1 am quite aware that Lord IJ. is eccentric. And 
wliat if he is ? What if he does wear his hair in 
ringlets? What if he did go “hop, skip, and jump” 
down the pier the other day ? What if he did perform 
strange antics at the Levee last season ? 

That does not justify your most cruel accusation of 
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insanity ! Everybody knows who he is. And an Earl 
can indulge in many freaks that would seem quite odd 
in the case of a nobody. 

As for your unjust suspicion about infidelity, I can 
only say that there is nothing whatever between Lord H. 
and myself but the most ordinary friendship. If you 
are so suspicious and so frightfully jealous now, what 
will you be when you are married ? 

I hope you are very, very sorry for ever having 
written such a letter. 

Yours sincerely, 

Lina. 

From Sir James Coynlcss, Bart., 1 1 Hue de la Montague, 
Brussels, to the Earl of Battelpaytc, 1 1 2 Belgrare 
Srputre. 

Ayril 30, 1876. 

My DEAU Loei) PiATTELrAYTE, — The only objection 
I had to the brilliant olier you have made to my 
beloved daughter was, in a word, the very brilliancy 
of it. 

It would be obviously unfitting that my dear child 
should contract an alliance so splendid that it would 
(owing to his straitened circumstances) either entirely 
separate her from her doting father, or reduce him 
to dependence upon the intermittent (and perhaps 
grudging) generosity of a son-in-law. 
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But the idea, which you say has occurred to your 
solicitors, of securing a suitable annuity to the grand- 
father of the future Earl of Itattelpayte, in addition to 
the very handsome settlement you propose to make 
upon your bride, lias put my scruples to flight. As 
long as lionour is safe, you know, my dear lord ! I 
have, therefore, no hesitation in giving my hearty 
consent to your proposal, and in praying Heaven to 
bless the union in wliich conjugal love will be blended 
with filial consideration and respect. 

1 will duly inform you of my arrival in town, and 
meanwhile am, my dear lord. 

Yours most truly, 

James C'oyaless. 

Extract froML the “ Times” of Mat/ 9, 1876. 

MAimiACEs. — On the 8th inst., at 8t. Oeorge’s, 
Hanover Scpiare, by the Lord Bisbo]) of I’umtifoo, 
assisted by the Itev. A. Lowmass, the liight Hon. the 
Earl of llattelpayte, to Evelina, only daughter of Sir 
James Coynless, Bart., of Blankton Lodge, Bucks. 

Frotti the “ Barrister s Biahjrt” of May r, 1886. 

We hear that among the next batch of (^.C.’s the 
J.ord Chancellor has included the name of Mr. (Jeorge 
I.ynch, of the Middle Temple and the Western 
Circuit. 
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We uuderstund, further, that in a few days Mr. 
Lynch will lead to the altar the Hon. Miss Jllanche 
Codex, daughter of the Lord Cliief Justice of England. 
Oil both occasions Mr. Lynch may feel sure of the 
hearty congratulations of his many friends in both 
branches of the profession. 


From the Coontexa of Fattclpcqifc, Grimlnj Toirrrs, 
Omnlcrluuil, to Ciconje Lynch, Fs'j., Q.C., Alhcwtnm 
Clah, Pcdl Mall, S. W. 

May 9, i8S6. 

I learn l)y the Tintes, which has jiust arrived, that 
you have l)eeu made Q.C., and that you were married 
yesterday to tiie daughter of the Lord Chief dustice. 

Day for day, ten years ago, 1 married the Earl. 
Day for day, ten years ago, you wrote me a letter of 
congratulation, which made me weep, liardened wretch 
that I was, so heart-broken, so forgiving, so manly a 
spirit did it breathe. 

Kow that tea years have past. You have “ conquered 
the w’orld, notwithstanding the bleeding heart within." 
You are successful, and you deserve to be happy ; and 
now I write, with a bleeding heart, to oiler you my 
sincerest congratulations. Will you accept them ? 
Yes, I think you will if you read on. 

Eor the last seven years I have lived in seclusion. 
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out in tlie wilds of Cumberland. My husband is a 
raving maniac, guarded day and night by two warders. 
My hair — the hair you used to fondle — is already grey 
— almost wliite. And my boy, my pretty boy, the only 
hope of my life, tlie only consolation T had — during llic 
past year has shown signs and symptoms, growing 
worse every day. 01 1 , George ! the taint is in his blood ! 
Are you not revenged ? May God bless and j)rosi:>er 
you, ( Jeorgc, now and always. And, whetlier or not you 
liave tlie same mad love for your wife as once you liad 
for me, may she be a ]ud]>meet for you ; may j'ou be 
very happy togetlier ; and may you have sweet children 
to double your happiness and lighten your cares. 

Iht)^ me and pray for me. 


Lixa. 
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It was winter time, and Ca])tain Curzon liad arranged 
to spend Cliristinas wdtli the Lloyds at their place in 
North Wales — Tan-y-]>wllch. Captain Curzon had 
been for ten or twelve years in tlie Lines; and, before 
joining tliat celebrated corps, he had spent a short time 
at Christ t.'hurch as a gentleman commoner, and a con- 
siderable number of years at I'iton. He had rowed in 
the Eton Eight, played in the Eton and Universitj’ 
Elevens, could hold his own at tennis with Heathcote, 
was a noted swimmer, a bold rider across country, a 
good shot, and a very capable and des(^r^■edly popular 
oliicer. .I"ur some juonths past he had been engaged — 
to use the customary English phrase — to Ethel, Sir 
John Lloyd’s eldest daughter, and the match was one 
which the fiyends on each side regarded with the 
highest approbation. Captain Curzon was in every 
sense an eligible He was young — comparatively 

speaking ; good-looking, of an old family, and fairly well 
oir. He was in high favour at the Horse Guards, and 
it was perfectly certain that he might confidently look 
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forward to rapid proiiiotiou in his profession. Ethel 
Lloyd was about two-ahd-tweuty years of age, and had 
been the recognized beauty of two consecutive London 
seasons. Her father, old Sir John Lloyd, of Tan-y- 
llwllcl.1, the second baronet of that title, claimed to be 
descended from the Welsh Kings. As to this assertion 
on Ids part there may have been reasonable doubts ; 
but as to his wealth there could be Jio possible question. 
He owned coal iiunes and slate quarries, and was sole 
proprietor of several acres of docks. And so people 
forgot tluit his grandfather liad been a steward, bailiff, 
land agent, and rent collector, anil accepted Sir John 
Lloyd’s claim to royal descent with the most absolute 
faith. He was a county member, a deputy lieutenant, 
a chairman of quarter sessions, and a director of several 
railway companies. Altogetlier, the match arranged 
between Captain Curzon and Miss Ethel Lloyd was, to 
use the conventional term, eminently suitable. 

The courtship had been of the usual type. Cajdain 
Curzon had met Miss Lloyd in town when Sir John 
and his family came up for the season. He had paid 
her marked attention ; and he had at last written to Sir 
John to request an interview. This interview had 
taken place in Sir John’s library in Eaton Square, a 
funereal room hung with maps of the Lloyd estates and 
plans of the Lloyd docks and sections of the Lloyd 
mines. The result of the negotiations was satisfactory 
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in the extreme. Captain Curzon, who was madly in 
love with the beautiful Miss Jlthel, found his suit 
warmly received by her father. Sir -John, on the other 
hand, was deliglited to sec his daugliter married to a 
man of higii family and brilliant position. When 
Ethel lierself was consulted, she did not ask time for 
consideration. She only stipulated that the marriage 
should be delayed for a j'car. As this was considered 
a sufliciently Jiatural request, her reasons for it were 
not impiired into. And, to do l\Iis3 Ethel justice, she 
made in every way a pattern Jianrcf.. Captain Curzon 
was incessant in his attentions. To tell the truth, he 
was very i)roud of his concpiest. Wherever the Lloyds 
appeared, he was to be seen with tlieni. Nor was there 
the slightest thing in Ethel’s conduct to cause him the 
least shadow of anxiety. She scarcely danced with 
any one else, and the devotion of the two handsome 
young people to one another was matter of admiration 
in certain sections of society, and of ironical comment 
in others. 

Now, among Curzon’s closest friends was a (Japtain 
Ealph Thornton of the Coldstreams. He and Curzon 
had been at the same tutor’s at Eton and had rowed in 
the same boat. They had shared chambers in Albemarle 
Street, and Curzon had often helped his companion out 
of money difficulties — for Thornton was the cadet of 
a poor house, and had considerable difficulty in keeping 
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afloat. Whether Thornton admired Ethel Lloyd himself, 
or wliether, for niasons of his own, he was anxious that 
Ciirzon should remain single, will probably never be 
known. Captain Tliornton is not the kind of man 
to make confessions. All that is certain is that he 
received tlie news of the forthcoming marriage very 
coldly. 

“1 know her well enough, dear old fellow,” he said. 
“.She is, if anything, handsomer now than she was five 
years ago, and (;ven then all the men in Wales raved 
al)out her. Her people, you know, are not of very long 
.standing ; and there was a cousin of hers, a mate in the 
Cunard Line, or the P. and O,, or some such service — 
not the (Queen’s — whose head .she comidetely turned. 
He actually propo.sed to her. You can guess the kind 
of reception he got from ohl IMoiieybags, who is 
ashamed of his extraction, and hates his poor relations 
like poison.” 

“ Well ?” asked Curzon, somewhat irritably. 

“ ‘ AVell.’ It was not exactly well. If the lad had 
stuck to his ship, he might by this time have been a 
purser, or a navigating lieutenant, or something of the 
sort But the refusal utterly did for him. He went 
off to the Diamond Fields, and, according to the latest 
news, was either speared by the natives or drowned 
while crossing a river — it does not matter which. You 
need not trouble yourself ; hliss Lloyd could not have 
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cared much for him. I was in Wales at the time, as it 
happen.s. And she, like the rest of lier family, took 
the news of his death witlx an etpianimity which, 
although he was only a cousin, showed how ho]ieless 
the poor fellow’s aspirations must have been.” 

And with this the couvei'sation dropped. 

Meantime, honr followed xipon lioxir, day upon day, and 
week upon week w'ith marvellous rapidity. Curzon’s 
engagement was a subject of universal interest; he re- 
ceived from every quarter the warmest congratulations, 
Nor did the very smallest speck of cloud threaten the 
horizon of his happiness. Ethel was even more tlian 
all that ho wished, and, although naturally somewhat 
reserved, and perhaps cold, in her disposition, she yet 
was evidently attached to her lover, and indeed admired 
him. His friends all assured him that she was the 
very woman of all others whom he ought to have 
chosen for his wife. And, as far as their knowledge 
went, his friends had, no doubt, every reason to flatter 
themselves that their judgment was correct. 

Curzon’s fortune would have been suflicient in itself, 
but Ethel had no brothers, and Sir John was liberal in 
the matter of settlements. 

It was winter time, as I said at first ; Christmas was 
approaching, and in another three months the year of 
waiting would expire. Curzon, whose happiness seemed 
to grow day by day, ran down to Tan-y-Bwllch for the 
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])romiscd Christmas visit, accompanied by his friend, 
Captain Thornton. Tlie preparations were on a grand 
scale. There was to he somctliing like open house. 
There were to he twf» grand halls and private theatri- 
cals, and a concert and a dinner to the tenantry; and 
Avhen Curzon. ami Ids friend reached Tau-y-Bwllch 
Castle, they found tlic lionse already full of guests. 

Before dinner. Sir -John, who was hrimming over 
with liospitality, and almost bursting with that impor- 
tance wliich has been described as “the fulness of joy 
and liope,” introduced liis future son-in-law to the Lord 
Lieutenant, to the Iligli Slierifi', to a Judge who had a 
country-house iii tlie neighbourhood, and, amongst 
otlier pers(jns, to “my. nephew, Harold Dering.” The 
dinner weirt oil' as sucli dinners usually do ; and 
towards the small hours most of the men who 
were staying in the house assonhled in the billiard- 
room. 

Now, Thornton coirld play pool extremely well ; in 
fact, it was a steady source of income to him. But he 
had no chance whatever with Dering, who kept on 
clearing the board with provoking and almost me- 
chanical precision. Thornton, who seemed to be much 
taken with him, and who had a genius for conversation, 
soon managed to draw him out. He was a young fellow 
about five-and-twenty, broad-shouldered, deep-chested, 
with tremendous limbs, sunburnt face and hands, crisp. 
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curling black hair, an immense beard, faultless teeth, 
and a laugh as noisy and as merry as that of a scliool- 
boy. 

He was utterly unlike any of tlie men in the room. 
He was not of their type. He looked like what he was 
— a colonist fresh from the diggings. Ihit all artists 
and most women would have pronounced him the; 
handsomest man of the company, and lie was certainly 
the strongest. He strode round the table, and slouched 
over the cushions tn make his stroke witli all the lazy 
ease of a giant. He talked freely and unafl'ectedly of 
his adventures by field and Hood, of tlu' lions he had 
shot in the bush, of the hyienas he had speared, ami of 
the large diamonds he had found or assisted in finding. 
Unlike most Cape colonists, he had not apparently a 
single diamond about him; lint when the conversation 
turned mi diamonds he nnlniltoned his waistcoat, 
searched for his money belt, and ]iroduced a ])iecG of 
whitey-brown paper in which were wrapped some 
dozen or so of uncut stone.s, lustreless as yet, but 
evidently of enormous value. 

It was (|uite true that he had been speared by the 
natives, and he showed some ugly spear marlcs aliove 
the elbow, in the flesh of the right arm. It was also 
true that he had been swept away by a Hood while 
attemjiting to ford a stream. He spoke of all these 
things as if they were everyday occurrences, and he 
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%vas evidently altogether devoid of anything at all like 
conceit or self-sufiiciency. 

As Curzon and Thornton were going to bed, the 
latter said : 

I sliould look after tliat South African, Curzon, if I 
were you. I had thouglit he was dead, and told you 
so. Xow lie lias uiiexjiectedly turned up with a 
money-belt stulled with diamonds. I do not wish to 
be taken for a ])rnphet of i‘vil news, Init I cannot avoid 
an uneasy suspicion that his presence here bodes you 
no ])articular good.’’ 

‘'What on eartli do you mean?” asked Curzon, 
turning shortly round on lus heel in the corridor. 

“Oh, notliing at all particular,” replied Tliornton. 
“ It merely occurred to me that I had heard this 
fellow’s naiiKi in conncctirai with tliat of ]\Iiss Lloyd, 
and 1 thought it only right to tell you as much.” 

And with these words they ])arted for tlie night. 

hlarly next day i)re])ai*ations commenced for the in- 
tended theatricals. There were to be tableau^’ viiruits 
and ])art songs ; and after these, “Otliello” was to be acted. 
It took some time to settle the caste of tlie tragedy. 
Amateur actors are very difficult to please. Ultimately, 
however, after much intriguing and jealousy, tlie jiart 
of Othello was allotted to Curzon. He had had con- 
siderable experienci‘, and he was about the only person 
in the house at all capable of playing the part, lie 
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was the only one wlio ]iad not sclicnied to secure it,. 
witli tlic (vxce])lioii of Thornton, who, liaving been 
cliosen by acelainatiun for lago, had (iuiell}' accepted 
tlie role, and doggedly set to work to study it. 

^lis.s Lloyd, of course, was I )esdeinoiia. Jeering was 
ohered the part of Jloderigo, as lK‘ing a hajgy-go-luck}', 
easy-hearted part, exactly suited to him. He declined 
it, however, on the suhicient ground that he knew 
nothing of acting, and did not want to spoil the 
show.” 

The days slip])ed rapidly Iw. It was a IVfonday, and 
the theatricals were tixed for the following evening. 
The ladies had retired for the night. The men liad 
been shooting all day, tand were most of tliem too tired 
for billiards. A few of them were in the smoking- 
room — Lurzon among them. Tliorntou came quietly in 
and touched his arm. The two left ttjgether, and no- 
body noticed tlic laattcr. 

Tlioy stole iioisL'lessly along tlie corridor till tbey 
reached the large conservatory. Tlie electric light had 
not yet been extinguished. The fountain was playing. 
The golden tins Avere Hashing in tlie marble basin. The 
air was lieavy with perfume. In a deep corner, under 
the shadow of a huge tree fern, stood Etliel Lloyd and 
Harold Dering, face to face. His arms Avere round her, 
and his hands locked beliind her Avaist. One of her 
hands rested on each of his shoulders, and the two AA'ere 
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loolcing fixedly into eaeli other’s eyes. Curzoii drew a 
loiv^, deep, silent l)reatli. Tliornton grasped bini by 
tlie wrist, and nioiioned liim to Ijc silent. 

In a few secoials Cnrzon liad Iieard cverytliing. 
Elliel liad believed Ijer eousin dead, and bad consented 
to marry liimself in utter weariness of lionie and life. 
Harold’s niKsvjiecle.d return, and liis still more iin- 
ex])eeted rer'uneiiitiliun with ber father, bad been sudden 
and sharp siupristfs. .Vll the old love in ber bad leaped 
liercely out again. i)ilo Jtinio. Ibirold was no longer aii 
udveiitnrc‘1’. He was in any ordinary sense of the 
term. Jlis ya('ht was lying at lliat nioment in tlie bay, 
not ten miles fruiu Tan-y-llwlleb Castle; and in the 
confusion after tin* theatricals were over the two were 
t(.) stea.l away. And Curzon beard all lliis, and saw bis 
])romised wihi rest lier b(.*ad n])ou’ lier eonsiu's broad 
shoulder and lairsl into a passion of tears — tears of joy 
too intense for any otlier ex])ression. And lie turned 
on liis beel and strode sliarply along the eorridor. 
Tben re-entering the siuolving-rooni, lie iilled a tumbler 
with brandy and drank it oil'. Tlieii lie sat looking at 
tlie fire, and 'riioriiton sat opposite to him. AAutber 
si)oke. jlut tliere tlie two sat till the lire faded away 
into ashes, and tlie candles ilared out in their sockets, 
and the servants came in to clear the room. 

-:l:- ^ 

The day was old when Cnrzon and Thornton next 
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met. There was to have been a dress rehearsal, but 
Ethel had sent down word that she should not l.)e able 
to appear until the evening. Most t»f the performers 
were sufliciently ])erfect in their parts, having been 
well drilled by a stage-manager brought down i'nnn 
London. So the rehearsal fell throngli. 1 )eriiig hail 
taken a gun, and walked towards the shore', — in cpiest, 
he explained, of curlew. I'iverybody was in a kind of 
way doing nothing. It was a dull, wi'arisome dies von. 

Thornton followed his friend out on the teiTace, 
where he was pacing tip and down, with an ohl pi])e 
between his teeth. 

“What .shall you do ?” he asked. 

“ I can’t tell until to-night,” was the reply, “ and I 
would prefer not to be talked to aliout it.” 

^ ^ ^ 

The niglit came, and the ])lay began. The audience 
were entranced. Welsh squires and their himilies arc 
not very difficult to please. Tlie stage-manager from 
London was in ecstasies. Never had an amateur 
company made such a succe.ss or done him greater 
credit. Desdemona was not jierliajis all that could have; 
been wi.shed. There was a certain nervou.sncss and 
coldness about her. But this, on the otlnn- hand, to a 
certain extent suited the part. Cassio was not badly 
played by a young giant .some six feet high, a barrister 
on the North Wales Circuit. lago, by Thoniton, was,. 



A MODERN OTHELLO. 135 

the London st.'ige-inanager declared, a marvel of careful 
study. Curzon’s Othello was perfect. He seemed 
inspired, and in the iHidroom scene grew intense. At 
last he came to the glorious lines — 

“ And say, besides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
heat a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog 
And smote him — thus.” 

As his voice was still olwelling on tlie last word he 
clasped his swor<l by its hilt with his liands joined, 
raised it above his liead, drovt; the blade straiglit into 
his chest, and fell forward on his face, with the blood 
gushing from his mouth. 

The women screamed and fainted, or went into 
hysterics, or ran away. The men swarmed up on to 
the stage. The iirst to lift Curzon ii]) was Dering. 
There was nothing to be .said. The sword had been 
driven with the whole strength of both arms right 
through the left lung, and the point stood out below 
the .shoulder-blade. 

Then tlicy thought of Desdemona, startled, even in 
their wild e.xcitement, by her strange silence. Those 
who were nearest to the bed turned hastily and tore 
aside the curtains. 

The play had been acted out. Desdemona was dead. 
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Tlmk; 12 A.M., Monday, .1 vine <S, 1885. 

SCE^’E: — T/l(- ovtcr ruOiii 0/ ]\[An;iCE LEVlf^ON ill 
1/inii iifjloii (rKi'i/riis. J'Jiinif cliin'r><, Ihc morniii;) 
'pi'pcra, Ariiiii d ml uVar// JAA, Pixnifjiii, Diircloriis, 
the licit Jldiilc, the Ith'c Hoo],', IAwL'i ’h " Ijiiiilcd 
Gcnirii,” (Ac. iCr . — A txiij iii hi'tton^ in ncrvinij hranil// 
and mill. 

Pr.ESENT: — CArrALX VANnKi.Ein;, a/ the 2‘jt.h Itoyat, 
Idiiin/ics, d’liE T!()X(iri;Ar.i,E Astley Spaek- 

iXGTox, Yi.scorxr Hollycoukt, 'Wjxdei;, </f 
the Odiluii Thr'dre, Ml!. Joux Hmitiieusux, and nthcrn. 
Then Itacc all licrn lataihinif <d, a pccidinrl 1/ ranj fitori/ 
of Mu. Wixdek’s, and then nvddenhj relapsed into 
dismal apaihij. 

ViscouxT JiDLEYCouur. A most beastly week. I 
had the straight tip for .I’iiradox- and ])ut on my shirt. 
Then they made me back St. Helena, and I ]mt on my 
night-gown and tooth-brush. "W^ent to the governor 
on Saturday. Won’t say where he told me to go to. 
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Anyliow, it was warmer than this place, and that’s 
saying something. Went to him again yesterdoy 
morning. Told me he was going to church, and I’d 
l>ctter go too. Told liim I .should be posted at Tatter- 
sair.s, and have to leave the regiment and my clubs. 
Sai(.l it would he the best thing for me. Talked to 
him like a father about the di.shonour of the family 
name. Said I’d done that already — old thief. Tint I 
tliink hc’.s breaking. 

Caitain Ya.niikm’.ci;. My tip was worse than yours, 
my deiir boy. I went neck or nothing on Crafton. 
Tips are the inventiou of Satan; especially when they 
coine red-hot from the stable, I .stood to win a couple 
of thou., which would have made me comfortaVile. 
Vou may guess how I stand now. And under the 
present infernal .system you can’t raise money on your 
eommission. 

Ml!. AYindeu. Pardon, gentlemen. Hope 1 don’t 
intrude. I Iiad the wrong tip myself. Derby Monday, 
and here we are again. Isn’t it odd ? All I want is 
a hundred. And if old IMoses Levy won’t let me have 
it, no more boxes for him. Maurice Levison, indeed ! 
I knew his father, old Sol Lev}", when he had the 
front of the house at the Shoreditch, and young Mo 
here used to circumnavigate the pit with nuts and 
gingei'-beei’. But I’ll work the oracle, no fear. Lay on, 
]\Iacdufl‘ ! If Mr. Mo Levy {Sadden inlcrrnptian. 
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caused "by the entry throvyh, « yreen baize door of ]\Iu. 
Levison’s clcrl', who whispers a few words to VlscouNT 
HOLLYCOUliT, and retires ayain.') 

The Ho^(jukable jMk. Astley Si'AKKiNtiTOX. AVell^ 
I only want tivo Imndred. I>nt it is no good asking 
my governor. He couldn’t let me have it if he would. 
And I’m i)recious sure he wouldn’t if he could. A’ow, 
if old Judah lieu Israel here will do my little bit of 
stiff, I’m all riglit ; for I can manage to pay the 
interest, and if I do that he will alway.s renew. If he 
doesn’t, I must give bills to the bookies. Then my 
friend in the City will get tlicm. Then there will be 
bankruptcy, sack from F. O., and general l>urst. Never 
catch me backing a Injrse .again. (A yenend yroan of 
(pproval.) 

Cai’TAIX Vaxheleue. ]>ut what are you here for, 
Smitherson ? You never iised to bet at liton. 

Mk. Joiix Smitiiej:s()X. No, I never did; and I don’t 
now as a rule. Hut I made a fool of myself this time. 
Got the straight tip — Xaintrailles to wit ! I thought 
of going abroad this summer for a bit, so 1 put the 
pot on and over-boiled it. You know my governor. 
Strictest Quaker in all Leeds. I daren’t tell him. 
So here I am. Ah, Vandeleur ! I wish we were back 
at Eton. 

Viscount Hollycourt. And only in debt for tuck. 

Captain Vanuelee'R. Or you could lose your watch 
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and get an order for a new *one, and then lose that. 
(JA(jKtH afresh ciejnr.) 

Confidential Clkhk {enUrinf). Lord Hollycourt. 
{Retires iviih that 

The HoNouitA isle Mil SrAiiiciNGTON. T say, Winder, 
what will you give on his chance ? I don’t think much 
of it. All the family land is in Ireland, and liotween 
I’arnoll and Cladstone Ireland is gone to the devil. I’ll 
tell you wliat, I'll bet you a tenner it don’t come off. 

Mil Windeil Mo tenners to lose, my dear boy; but 
I think it will. ( Whistles the Dead Jifarch in 
“ SitvlJ' Re-enter throwjh priratc dnor Loi’I) HOLLY- 
couiiT, fuUou'Cil % ■Mil INIaukice Levison himself. 
Mil Maueic'E Levison is attired in a diamond stud 
and several diamond rin<js, relieved, loj such minor 
aeeessorks as varnished hoots, v.-hitc /falters, ee hhie New- 
market coat, eurhd. hair, ohirusive ei/f's, and a crimson 
necletie.) 

IVliL Levison. Cood morning, my lord. Your Lord- 
shiii .shall hear from me at three o’clock precisely. 
Ah, Winder, my boy, how are you ? Come in. Pleasure 
first ; I always hate business. 

[ Ee'cvjit through j ) riv(dG door ]\IlL Levlson and 
IMu. Windeil 

Captain Vandeleuh (apxiouslg) . AYell ? 

Viscount Hollycouut. Well ! Had to give him a 
letter to my bankers. They’re to let him know what 
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iny account liai^ been for tlie last oi<^^liteeix 

inoiitlis. I tliiiik it will nmstcr witli old Israel, 
and if it does, hell do tlie job. lie's coiiiiii^Lj;’ to me at 
the club at tlirce. That looks like business. 1 Upsides, 
he's got to go to Tattersall’s himself, 1 exj>ect we 
sliall go together. It will l)e a rare j'oke. 

The IIoN;()rL*Ar>LK Mn, Si’ACKUnoton. Ah, Ifullyeourt, 
there’s money in a title. 

AdscouAT ITOLTAA’ornr. Sometimes. Anyhow, there's 

always money in a money-lendiT, and if 1 {Enter 

from ilir in/icr nrnn Ale. AYlNOEl?, irif/f- fhe nfrjf and 
manner of a CIrridian ‘ituirlffr fjifiia/ to Uto dahe in red 
fire and limcfif/Jit.) 

Omaes (aheerfni!//). AVinder’s done the trick. 

AIli. AVjaDEU {casts his r//r round and dro}}S his roirr 
to (( ich.inpcTcd inritai ion of the laic 2Ir. UncL-donc), Aly 
dear boys, I’ve done tlie dmv. I.e dew est fait. Advo 
leJew!" {JlidiS It.is ! Lands and takes his deparinrr vn 
a comic doichlc sJtnflc,) 

Afn. Lemsoa^ {oimiiiKj irricatc doo^). Captain Van- 
deleur. 

llo AOU ILV HLE AJ K. Si'AitK I X( ;t( )A {as ACaiideleur 
retires), Now, I’ll lay Vnndeleur geds bis money. He’s 
not much of his own, it*s true; but he has the run of 
Cheltenham Hons'\ He has great interest at the 
Horse tiiiards. He’s safe of a command — Eike knows 
that, and Eike knows his customers. 
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Ylscouxt lIuLT.YCDUKT. I hopc lie won’t ^et wliat 
lie wants, that’s all ; th(;re’ll lie the less chance for 
me. Old Mo never likes to shell out too much in one 
(lay. AYell, I’m olTI (lidL) 

Tuk lloxoiuiAiiLU IMia Astlkv Si’AKKixrrrox {cm- 
jilutih (ill If), Selfish devil ! 

i\Iif. Smith K ijsox. Don’t know him. But T like 

Vandeleur, and 1 hope he’ll laave luck. Why, talk 

Eider (hviTAix Vaxdkleur door, 

SrAUKixo'njx 

and [ A^^•ll / 

Smith imsox. J 

AhvxDELEUK. {in. u'ltiqKr), All right. Said he’d do it 
with the name of a man he named. That very man 
told me this morning he’d do anything ; so T said to 
old i\lo, I can get his name at fifty, hut not at more.” 
Mo grumbled, and we settled at sixty. Off to fetch 
my man, Ta-ta. 

(h.EKK {tliroOifJi prirotc door), Mr. Sparkingtoii. 

{Darinfj iMu. Si’AKKIXotox’s (d)scncr Mil, Smitheusox 
i(2) (Hid doini ilic room in ci ‘lu rjjivfitcitcdivndM 
considfs (lie Directories and Army List, and hetrr/ys other 
signs of impatience. To him there enters throvyh the 
pullic door and n nannounced, a gentleman of Ilehrcio 
persuasion, ivho cahnhj sits down, tights ct cigar and begins 
to read the yir/yicr,'?. Be-enter through the lirivide door 
The Hoxoukable Mn. SrAKKiXGTox and Mii. Levison.) 
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Mk. Lkvisox. Xow, you’ve heard my last, Mr. 
feparkiugton. I’ll settle your hook for you myself oil 
our usual terms. But you don’t get a checxue out of 
me. You’d only go down to Tattorsall’s and beg for 
time, and then you’d lilew my cheque and ct)me liack 
to me when your time was up. Sliall T settle your 
book, yes or no ? 

Spakkixotox. ^\.nd twenty ready. 

Lkvison, Not a red cent. 

j\Ik. Si'ARKIxotox {ml L- ill/). Tlum settle the l)Ook. 

{Exit. 

]\lK. Le visox. Hullo, daeobs, how are you? Beady 
for you in a moment. {Tiiniin// to Mi;. .Smitiiersox.) 
!My private solicitor, Mr. Smitherson. All contidential. 
I’ve considered your letter. Sorry I can’t do your 
business. You see you didn’t mention any one. And 
you’re only in lodgings oli' St. James’s S([uare. .And 
1 don’t think much of the Junior Cam and Isis Club. 
It’s no show, (iood morning. [Exit Mit. SurniEitsox. 

]Mit. Levisox. AV(ill, Sidney Jacobs, how goes it t 
I’m just ofl' to Tattersall’s. ^Vny news for me ? 

Mk. Jacobs. There’s news for me. Are you stark, 
staring mad ? 

Mk. Levisox. What do you mean ? 

Me. Jacobs. Who was that young cliap you just 
kicked out ? 

Mr. Levisox. Don’t know him from Adam. He don’t 
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seem to have any friends. Says he’s been to Eton 
and to Oxford. Wants two linndred. They’ve all 
been to I'lton and Oxford, That cock won’t fight, 

Mii. ,Ta(.oj!S {aofemih/). You’re an ass. You don’t 
even know your own ljusiuess. 

Mu. Lkvjsox. l)ou’t 1 ? 1 know it better than you 

do your dirty law. 

Mj;. Jacous. I)(j you? Well, I sliall do that little 
bit myself. AJi, if young men would only come in 
the first instance to respcctal de professional j)racti- 
tioners ! 

Mu. Levisox {an[/)‘i/i/). Stow your humbug! What 
do you mean ? 

Mu. .1 AC’OHs his hexfd in. mock 

rchuke), Levisoii, Levisoii ! That mild young mug 
you’ve just Ivicked downstairs is the only son of 
Smitlicrsoii, Smitherson and ( ■(>., woollen warehouse 
at Leeds, and lie liasn’t a sister. 

Mio Lkvison (!/(ts])in(fli/). (lood (Jod ! 

Mio dAcoiis. Yes, Levison, yes. And he’s tlie only 
nepliew of Smitlierson’s patent manure works at Lime- 
house, and the manure works haven’t a son. Tm 
solicitor to the Jamil i/. So I took (*are he didn’t catch 
sight of me. 

Mr. Levison {<(i the top of his nticc), Lenjamin! 
lienjamin! (AVAr conJuJeniial clerk,) Uenjamin, you 
scoundrel, run after that gentleman at once — Mr. 
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Smitherson. If you don’t catcli liiiu up, go to his 
lodgings, go to Ids club, go everywhere. Tell liini he 
can have a couple of thousand. Bring him back in 
half-aii-hour, or youTl know why. And wlicn you’ve 
found liini, go to the Guards dub, and wait till Lord 
Hollycourt comes in, and tell him I’ll do half, and not 
more. And now, Jacobs, business is over for the day. 
Light a cigar, and let’s ha\'e a bottle of chain, and a 
biscuit before 1 go down to Tattersall’s. 



( 145 ) 


A MODERN ELECTION. 

Frovi Tliomas Chccsanan, Esq., Wholesale Chandler, 
32 Queen Victoria Street, E.C., to Messrs. Shortcrqft & 
Maid, Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

May 20, 1885. 

Sir, — I have duly received your favour of yesterday’s 
date. In answer, I beg to state that I still consider 
the price put upon the St. Maur Abbey Estate ridiculous 
high, and quite ;C 10,000 more than I should have bid 
under other circumstances. 

* But as you say that if I don’t close at once. Lord 
Itattlebuiy will. I’ll give a point in your favour, and so 
the affair is settled. 

Please prepare all necessary documents as soon as 
possible, and write me when I can call and sign. 

I am. Sirs, 

Yours obediently, 

Thomas Cheesbman. 

P.S. — Having taken a fancy to the place, prompt 
attention to the above is politely requested. 
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From Lady Fwsa'ng, of Tlic Towers, Shmberton, to tJie 
Rev. John Oldham, The Rectory, Slumherton. 

Scytemher $, 1885 . 

My DEAit Mr. Oldham, — Will you, or rather Cfi 7 i yov 
dine with us to-night, en famviUe, at 8 o’clock ? 

Yours very truly, 

Laura Puksang. 

P.S. — ^You will never guess who called here yesterday 
Those odious Cheeseiuans, who have just T)ought aiic 
re-decorated — or rather disfigured — dear old St. Mau 
Abbey. How I do juty poor Lady St. Maur ! O 
course I had not dreamt of calling upon them. P>u 
they came, nevertheless, principally, it seemed, to aflbre 
the dreadful man an opportunity of “ ’oping that, liein- 
neighbours, we should lx; friendly, dro]) in on eacl 
other ” (1), and so on. 

From tlw. Rev. John Oldham to Lady Pm'savff. 

Septemhci- 5 , 1885 . 

My dear Lady 1’ursang, — I shall be charmed tc 
dine to-night. With regard to “the odious one,” T 
must tell you that he is anything but “ odious ” in my 
eyes just nowL This very morning I have received a 
cheque for ;^r 500 in aid of the Pestoratiori Fund, and 
another for the same sum to be applied in the parish as 
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I think fit, enclosed in a letter signed, “ Thos. Cheese- 
man.” 

But (in your own words), you will never guess how 
the letter comes to an end ! “ I am a j)lain man, and 

want no thanks. An acknowledgment in the local pajeer 
will sujficc ” (! ! 1). The italics are my own. 

Very sincerely yours, 

John Oldham. 


From Thomas Ghctsmian, Fsp, of St. Maur Ahhey, to 
the Secretary, St amberton Tiijirmary, 

Ocioher 5, 1885. 

Sju, — I have much satisfaction in enclosing a draft 
for;6’i,cxX) on my bankers in favour of the Borough 
Infirmary. As a local landowner I take the greatest 
interest in all local institutions. Being a ])laiu man, I 
neither expect nor do 1 wish for thanks for doing iny 
duty according to my means. An acknowledgment in 
the local papers will suliice. 

Yours obediently, 

'I'lIOS. ClIEESEMAX. 

Extract from the “ SInmherton Sentinel,” 
NoL-emher 25, 1885. 

Last Thursday the Vale of Heath hounds met on the 
lawn of St. Maur Abbey. The princely hospitality of 
the new owner, Mr. Cheesem.an, extended not only to 


L 2 
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the members of the Hunt and other usual recipients, 
but to the vast crowd of spectators. Casks of ale were 
broached, a plentiful meal was welcome to each and all, 
even tlie poorest, and “ all went merry as a marriage bell.” 
Sir Hubert St. Maur certainly left many a sorrowful 
heart when he qiiitted us ; but there is no doubt that the 
present munificent lord of St. Maur is an acquisition 
of the greatest moment to a rising and go-ahead 
borough like ours. On dif, that, in tlie event of Colonel 
Tomkins’ serious and long-continued illness deciding 
him to accept the (^hiltern Hundreds, there is a some- 
body, not a hundred miles off, who onight be induced to 
stand for the borough. 

To the Electors of the. Borough of Slumherton. 

St. Matjk Abbey, Januanj 2, j 886. 

Gentlemen, — In consequence of the sad demise of 
your late lamented representative in Imjierial I’arlia- 
ment his seat is vacant. 

I have the honour to come forward as a candidate 
for that seat, and to solicit your votes. 

I am a plain man, and therefore will address you 
plainly. 

In politics, I say “Eule Britannia!” I am a 
Constitutionalist — ^that is, a good Liberal and no bad 
Conservative. 
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Interference with farmers is un-English, in my 
•opinion. 

Taxation should be alike for all. 

I will vote against tlie admission of Atheists to 
Parliament ; but otherwise will allow every man to 
think as he pleases. 

Ill local matters I say, “ Slumberton for ever ! ” 

I have already done some little for Slumberton. Let 
•Slumberton elect me, and I will do more. 

Leaving my candidature in the liands of my intelli- 
gent and jtatriotic neighbours, and soliciting all their 
votes. 

. I am, Gentlemen, 

Your obedient servant, 

Thomas Ciieeseman. 


Telegram from Ilcnrg BloUhs, Elaiion Agent, 200 Great 
George Btrect, Wesiminster, S. IV., to Thomas Cheese- 
man, Esq., Sl'umherion. 

January 10, 1886. 

Glad so many promises. Hope our men satisfy you. 
Eeport to-night that young St. Maur will contest. 
Carlton Club job. 

Telegram from Thomas Cheeseman, Esq., to Henry Bldbbs. 

Let him come and try. Your men working to my 
satisfaction. Election a certainty. 



SOCIAL VICISSITUDES 


ISO 


Extracts from Special Edition of the “ Shimberton 
Sentinel,” Jannary 13, 1886. 

BOliOUGH ELECTION. 

State of the I’oi.i.. 


1 2 noon. Thomas Cheesemau L. 372 


Aubrey St. j\Iaur C. 201 

2 .r.5i. Checseman L. 585 

St. Maur C. 497 

3 p.]\r. Cheeseman L. C09 

St. Maur C. 573 

Close of the Poll. St. Maur C. 675 

('heeseman L. 629 


Mr. Aubrey St. Maur, the Conservative candidate, 
and son of Sir Hubert St. Maur, the late owner of 
St. Maur Abbey, was therefore declared by the Mayor 
duly elected Member for the Borough of Slumberton 
by a majority of 46. The result was received by a 
vast crowd, apparently not wholly composed of Mr. 
St. Maur’s supporters, with frantic and long-continued 
cheering. 
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A MILITARY MATCHMAKER. 

I. 

Mi{. Moss Abrahams, better known to Ms more 
familiar friends as Tkey Mo, was tbe largest money- 
lender in London, llis transactions wore on a colossal 
scale. Except for a duke or some peer of lesser rank 
with absolutely faultless introductions, he would under- 
take no business that was not in thousands. He had a 
great house in Portland Place and another in Palmeira 
Square, Brighton. He owned racehorses and also a 
club or two, having been blackballed successively at 
the Union, the Iteform, the Junior Atheuieum, and the 
Devonshire. “ Every gentleman,” said Mr. Abrahams, 
“ ought to belong to a club ; ” and so, as no club would 
have him, he started one or two on his own account, at 
which he was of course elected, and which paid him for 
his enterprise, both directly and indirectly. 

Mr. Moss Abrahams was a great patron of the drama. 
Most lessees owed Mm money, or might at any moment 
want to do so, and he as rigorously insisted on his 
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private box for all first nights as if he were sole 
proprietor of a daily paper. His equipages were much 
admired. He had one or two steam-launches and a 
large steam-yacht, the Miriam. He banked with the 
Bank of England ; and he always spent the season at 
Monte Carlo, where he lived at the Hotel de Paris ; 
seldom lost, and occasionally broke the bank. For the 
rest, he was a little, fat, vulgar man, with execrable 
taste. Having a very red face and very pronounced 
features, he used to dye his whiskers black, and in 
summer time to disport himself in white gaiters, white 
waistcoat, a bright blue necktie, and a Newmarket coat, 
with a priceless orchid in its button-hole; and thus 
apparelled he would swagger about in the Bow, or strut 
into Tatter sail’s, or march down St. James’s Street, 
staring in at White’s, and Brooks’s, and Boodle’s, and 
Arthur’s, and the Conservative, with the air of a man 
who could belong to them all if he pleased, but who 
scorned to do so. 

“He is a most insufferable little cad, that Moss 
Abrahams,” said Lord Grey de Melton, looking out of 
one of the windows at White’s as Ikey paraded past 
with liis Malacca cane shouldered like a sword. 

“ He’s a rogue, who would be transported to-morrow 
if all his dirty doings were brought out,” said the 
Honourable Oscar Snaffieton, of Her Majesty’s 2nd 
Life Guards. . 
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“What do you think he liad the cheek to do the 
other day?” lisped little Bernard Duval, of the 
Foreign Office. “He went to Dolly, old Skudmore’s 
son, you know, and said, ‘ Look here, my lord, you owe 
me five thousand.’ Of course Dolly knew it, and of 
course Dolly couldn’t pay it. ‘Look here, my lord,’ 
says I key, ‘ I’ll show you I’m a gentleman. You get 
your father to put me up for the Eoyal Yacht Squadron. 
If I’m elected I’ll hand you back all your stiff, and I’ll 
give you a thou, into the bargain.’” 

“I hope Dolly kicked him downstairs,” said Lord 
Melton. 

“ I don’t know,” said little Duval ; “ but that’s the 
story.” 

Meantime Mr. Abrahams had turned out of St. 
James’s Street in the direction of St. James’s Square, 
and entered one of his own clubs, where from the 
nominal proprietor down to the junior page, and the 
housekeeper to the lowest scullion, every employe held 
office at his nod. Something had evidently disquieted 
him, for he ordered a pint of champagne, although it 
was not yet one in the day, lit an immense cigar, and 
began to look at the ceiling. When a woman is 
making up her mind she looks at the ground; when 
a man is making up his mind he looks at the ceiling. 
I cannot tell you why it is so, but I know it to be a 
fact. 
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Mr. Moss Abrahams liad a number of things upon 
his mind, all of ■which had concurred to annoy him ; it 
is a way things have. In the first place, Adolphus 
Lapwing, eldest son of the Earl of Skudmore, had 
positively laughed at the idea of Mr. Abrahams seeking 
admission to the charmed circle of the Koyal Yacht 
iSquadron. 

“ Cuss his impudence,” said Moss to himself between 
his teeth, “he shall pay for it. The Miriam hasn’t 
her etpial in the Solent, and I’ve spent thousands on 
her. The piano in the saloon is a Broadwood grand, 
and the glass, and plate, and china, and what not, are 
tip-top. Lazarus bought them in for me on purpose 
when we sold up Lord Swivvlechester. I’ll go down 
there, though, this summer, if only to show them how I 
can do things ; and I daresay there’ll be a few of them 
will be glad to see me outside their ciirsed club.” And 
Mr. Abrahams grinned. 

But this w'as not the whole of his troubles. In the 
first place, he had some hea'vy charges on laud from a 
young nobleman who had died at Malta shortly after 
coming into possession, and the administrators, together 
with the guardians of the infant heir, had actually been 
mean enough to bring a Chancery suit for an account, 
and for all manner of things unheard of between 
gentlemen; and had also actually gone to the length 
of imputing downright fraud to Mr. Abrahams, than 
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whom, as he used to boast, a more straightforward man 
never did business in a straightforward way. 

“ It’s ungrateful, that’s what it is,” said Mr. 
Abrahams, as he took a pull at his champagne, “but 
I shan’t trouljle about it. I shall leave it all to Clinch 
and Cutter, and 1 suppose they’ll be able to tell me 
what I’ve got to swear to, and get it down for me in 
black and white. 1 always hated law.” This last 
remark was strictly true, for in early life, before Mr, 
Moss Abrahams had amassed sufficient capital to start 
as a bill-broker and discounter, he had been involved 
in some little transactions which a high judicial 
functionary had declared to amount to a very aggra- 
vated case of bill-stealing. Then, too, there was liis 
daughter Miriam — his only child. Now, Miriam was 
obstinately bent on marrying a young fool called Philip 
Tancred, who lived in lodgings in Chelsea, and exhibited 
at the Grosvenor Gallery, and whom she had met at 
parties, and with whom her father had absolutely for- 
bidden her to communicate, and to whom her father 
would certainly never have lent a twenty-pound note 
without the additional security of a good name, having 
no faith in artists or literary men, or indeed in anybody 
except heirs to entailed estates, theatrical lessees, and 
men on the turf. Heirs to entailed estates he took a 
strictly commercial interest in, but he had also all the 
instincts of his race for gambling and for the drama. 



«S6 SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 

Beyond these he had no tastes whatever. He liked a 
good dinner, however, and felt flattered, and at least a 
•quarter of an inch taller and six square inches less bald, 
when in return for a certain nuinher of guineas he was 
enabled to put r,E.G.S. after his name in the lioyal 
Eed-Book and on his cards, and to crowd with dukes 
and other “ nobs ” at the addresses of distinguished ex- 
plorers. These were Mr. IVfoss Abrahams’ cares, which 
somehow must have vanished by the time he had 
finished his champagne and thrown the stump of his 
•cigar into the grate ; for as he rose from liis easy-cliair 
and rearranged his orchid he distended his chest in the 
manner of a pouter pigeon, gave a cheerful cock to his 
ourly-brimmed hat, assumed a military swagger such as 
may sometimes be observed in sergeant-majors of 
militia, and swore quite pleasantly at the waiter who 
humbly opened the door for his departure. 

11 . 

Colonel Wynnstay Hampier, of the Blues, only son of 
•old Mr. Dampier of Medlicott Hall, Hertfordshire, was 
heavily in such few books as the business of Mr. Moss 
Abrahams made it necessary for him to keep. He had 
•commenced by borrowing a thousand pounds on a bill 
for fifteen hundred at six months, and so things had 
gone on until his debt amounted upon stamped paper to 
jsomething like eighty thousand pounds. 
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■ Now, Mr. Moss Abrahams was a very clever man. 
But so, too, was Colonel Dumpier. The eighty thousand 
pounds nominal debt represented something like twenty- 
five thousand pounds actually advanced. The rest was 
made up of interest, commission charges on renewal, and 
other such items, extending over many years. For Mr. 
Abrahams was a very clever man ; so clever, indeed, that 
he had never pressed Colonel Dampier for a moment, or 
even suggested unpleasant proceedings. He had made 
most careful inquiries, and had paid heavily for secret 
information. He hud ascertained that the Dampiers 
succeeded son after father to Medlicott Hall since the 
days of Elizabeth. He knew that he was practically 
Colonel Dampier’s only creditor. So he was waiting on 
for the old Squire’s death, when he intended to propose 
to the Colonel that all his bills should be burnt, and 
that he should marry Miriam. 

“ It’s as good as if I gave him eighty thou, with her,” 
said Mr. Abrahams ; “ although I know precious well it 
ain’t quite twenty-five. But he don’t know that ; not 
he. He hasn’t any idea. And she’s a dam’ good- 
looking girl, and had a splendid education. Plays the 
harp beautifully. She’s fit to marry a coronet, she is.” 

But Mr. Abrahams had too much common sense to 
wish to see his daughter marry a coronet. To see her 
mistress of Medlicott Hall was quite sufficient for his 
ambition. It was a grand old Tudor mansion, with 
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«tone terraces and oaks about it, and elms in which the 
rooks cawed ; and Moss, who really loved his daughter, 
did not wish to see her married too much above her 
rank, although he could have matched her any day with 
a bankrupt earl. Medlicott Hall, he thought, was just 
about the proper jdace for her. And he was quite 
riglit ; for Miriam Abrahams was tall and liandsome ; 
was well educated, intelligent, and sympathetic beyond 
most w'omen of her age ; gracious in manner, and very 
good and gentle. When she had become Mrs. Dumpier, 
Moss proposed to retire from business, lest his occupa- 
tion sliould embarrass his daughter and son-in-law, and 
render Ins own visit to the Hall a source of anxiety. 
He intended to realise ; to take a house on the Terrace 
at Richmond ; to spend the season at Monte Carlo as 
usual, and to keej) his steam-yacht going during the 
calmer portions of the summer (he was never a very 
good sailor), in spite of the sliglit put upon that noble 
vessel and his important self by tlie I loyal Yacht 
Squadron. And this was the way in which Mr. 
Abrahams used to count liis eggs and reckon his 
chickens. 

Now, Colonel Dampier, of the Blues, was a gentleman, 
but he was also a very shrewd man of business. He 
had, for instance, never been sufficiently foolisli to have 
his name in the books of more than one usurer at a 
time, or to get entangled in an action for divorce or 
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breach of promise, or to have less than a thousand 
pounds to his credit at Cox’s. He was a reserved man 
with but few friends. These, however, knew him, and 
could always trust to his kindness and generosity. He 
had borrowed money of Abrahams because he did not 
wish to distress the old Squire, who was economical in 
liis habits, although not at all penurious or even close, 
and for whom he had a very great affection. But he 
knew to a penny what money he had liad from Mr. 
Abrahams as well as did that gentleman himself, and 
he had made iqi his mind to pay the money-lender his 
twenty-five tliousand pounds, with whatever interest he 
should deem fair, and not a penny more. 

But there was also another matter that weighed with 
Colonel Dumpier. Philip Tancred was his close per- 
sonal friend. They had known each otlier from lads, 
and they had sliared many curious adventures. Tan- 
cred, although he exhibited in tlie Grosvenor Gallery, 
was by no means an ethereal creature, for whom per- 
fumes and music wore sufficient sustenance. Wliere 
art was concerned he had all the sensitiveness of a 
woman. A touch of colour in the wrong place would 
at once give him tlie toothache, or, as ladies call it, 
neuralgia. But he was as sinewy and active as a 
greyhound. He had the heart of a schoolboy. He 
would tumble out of bed at any hour to net a river, 
or trap a badger, or steal the advantage of a slight 
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breeze that had sprung up during the night, and was 
sufificient to lift the yacht four knots an hgiur. He 
could swim like an otter; he had picked up a little 
fencing in Paris ; he could ride across country, even 
in a steeplechase; he could drive tandem, which is 
much more difficult, if you will take my word for it, 
than four-in-hand ; and he was considered one of the 
twenty best tennis-players in Europe. In addition 
to this he also came of a good old English family, 
although, as a younger son, his income was extremely 
small. Dampier liked Tancred, and Tancred liked 
Dampier; and Dampier had, in a kind of. way, 
promised Tancred that if he would let things take 
their course and not unduly trouble himself, he should 
marry Miriam, daughter of Moss Abrahams, Esquire. 

Tancred, who had absolutely no knowledge of the 
world, trusted implicitly in Dampier. Dampier, who 
had considerable knowledge of the world, trusted im- 
plicitly to himself. 

“ He ought to be very happy,” said the Colonel, “ if 
he gets back my twenty-five thousand pounds, with 
interest on it, settled on his daughter, and a good 
husband for her like dear old Philip. Bless his dear 
old npse!” — (only this was not the exact phrase the 
Colonel used) — “it’s a very much better chance than 
he had any right to expect. I think he ought to 
give me a liberal commission; I do indeed.” And 
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Colonel Dampier tumbled into his little soldier’s bed, 
.'ind dreamed that the whole of the North-West 
I’rovinces had been invaded by an army of Parsee 
bill-discounters, and that he and the Duke of Cam- 
bridge and the Lord IMayor had been sent out with 
a flotilla of torpedo boats to save India, and that the 
campaign had been stopped by telegraphic orders from 
1 lowniug (Street because there did not exist in the 
world a sufficient supply of orchids to allow every 
English officer to go into battle with a flower in his 
button-liole worthy of his rank. This may seem non- 
sense ;• anyhow, it is what Colonel Dampier dreamed. 

III. 

Early next morning Colonel Dampier, while stroll- 
ing about his room in liis pyjamas, and discussing a 
moderate breakfast of tea and dry toast, received a 
telegram which made him ring his bell violently. His 
servant obeyed the summons, and in a few minutes 
the Colonel was on his way to the Horse Guards. 
Here he saw certain officials, and left an application 
for a fortnight’s leave of absence. Within a few hours 
after this he was at Medlicott Hall. Medlicott, Hall 
was sorely troubled. Old Sciuire Dampier had been 
suddenly stricken down with paralysis. The best local 
doctors were present in the hall, and there were two 
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consulting physicians from London. But the confra- 
ternity all shook their heads. Squire Dampier, during 
the course of his dinner, had been seized all at once 
with \itter powerlessness of the right side of liis body. 
He liad lifted his fork with his left hand, but had been 
unable to use his right arm to grasp his knife. He 
had risen from his chair, but his riglit leg had given 
way Tinder him, and lie liad fallen heavily to tlie 
ground. He was now moi’e or less unconscious. He 
did not even recognise liis son. His left arm was all 
that he could move, and with that lie feebly tried to 
beat time on the counter) )ane. 

The principal London doctor took Colonel Dampier 
out, and asked him to join him in a w'alk under the 
verandah. 

“Your father. Colonel Dampier,” said the great 
medical man, “ will never recover consciousness. A 
large blood-vessel has broken on the brain, and there 
has been another rupture in the spinal cord, producing 
hemiplegia. Do you know if your father has left a 
will ; for I ought to tell you that lie is not now 
competent to make one ? ” 

Colonel Dampier laughed lightly — a laugh not sufli- 
cient to break the solemnity of the question. 

“ There has not been a will with us Dampiers, Sir 
Matthew,” he answered that eminent physician, “since 
the days of Elizabeth. Medlicott Hall has always 
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gone from the father to tlie eldest son. We have 
been a united family, and have never disputed about 
portions, or charges, or settlements and division of the 
personalty, and liave never had to call in the appraiser 
to determine tlie value of the jdate and cliina. 1 am 
perfectly certain my fatlier has left no will wliatever. 
I am liis only child, and the only rcipresentative of the 
household. Everything will come to mo as a matter 
of course. 1 shall never marry, and wlien I die tlie 
property must go as tlie Crown lawyers please.” 

Sir Matthew bowed assent, and intimated that as he 
had now laid his views fully before Colonel Dainpier, 
he thouglit it would be most advisable that he should 
see tlie old gentleman once again and then depart for 
town. 

So Sir Matthew earned another ten guineas for 
another consultation, and went home to Sackville 
Street, and Colonel Dampier sent a telegram oil' by 
ii groom, with instructions to gallop as hard as he 
could to the nearest station. Tlie telegram ran to 
this effect : — 

Frojii Dampier, To IMiilip Tancred, 

Medlicott Hall, Cheyne Ihalto, 

Hertfordshire, Chelsea. 

(■ome down at once. The 

old man is dead already. 

Put everything aside. 


2 
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And then Colonel Dampier, who not only loved his^ 
father, hut liked him (and liking between men is a 
good deal stronger than love), lit a cigar and walked 
np and down the terrace on the south side of the 
house. He knew the whole story. He was eiitirely" 
the master of the situation. When his father died — 
which was probalily a matter of hours — he would not 
have a relative in tlie world ; and he had only one 
friend for whom he at all cared, IMiilip Tancred. 
Philip must marry Miriam — that was clear. Phili]>> 
wished it, and IMiriam wished it ; and so the thing 
nmst be done. As for himself, his command ds Colonel 
would expire in six months. He did not intend to- 
make any application for further employment: he- 
shoiild take a vacht and roam the world. 

Thirteen years before this, Hampier had fallen in 
love, and had been treated as man)' men are treated 
who believe a girl and her parents. He was cured 
for ever of any such follies. He knew liis own mind,, 
and he valued his own liberty. With the whole world 
jiow before him he would chase walrus in the Kara 
Sea, the grizzly in the Itocky jHountains, the ounces 
in the ranges of Afghanistan, the elephant in tlie 
jungles of Ceylon, and the tapir in the swamjis of 
the Hornese Archipelago. He saw before him an 
absolutely infinite future of delight. Twenty years of 
hunting in all climates, to be followed by a peaceful 
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•old age in England as a county magistrate, master of 
foxhounds, and member of half a dozen of the best 
London clubs. 

That night the old Squire passed peacefully away. 
He recovered consciousness just before his death, and 
was able to whisper to the Colonel, who sat by the 
hedside, with the old man’s hand in his, “God bless 
you, my dear boy. I am proud to leave behind me 
such Ji re])reseutative of the old name. Good-bye, 
Wynn.” A mutual ])ressure of the two hands followed. 
Colonel ])ami)icr kissed his father’s forehead. A sigh 
•of blended satisfaction and relief escaped the Squire’s 
lips, and all was over. 

The next few days were passed in making prepa- 
rations for the funeral, and Colonel Dampier received 
much assistance and consolation from liis old friend, 
Philip Tancred, who arrived at the Hall just before 
Mr. Hampier’s deatli. On the morning after the 
funeral. Colonel Idampier called on the lord of the 
manor. Sir Wilfred liluiidell. Sir Wilfred was the 
same age as the t’olonel, and had been with him at 
Harrow, and also in the Plues, but had retired from the 
service on his marriage some ten years previously. 

Now, Medlicott Hall was copyhold, and was held 
from father to son, subject to a fine being paid to the 
lord of the manor. And if this fine were not paid 
within ten days of the death of Hie tenant for life. 
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the estate would he forfeited, Daiupier explained tO' 
Blundell exactly how lie found himself situated, and 
it was at once agreed that the fine should not be i)aid, 
and that the copyhold should lapse. Immediately after 
the Scpiire’s death Mr. Abrahams began to ])ress for 
his money. His letters, however, remained unan- 
swered, and when Messrs. Clinch, Cutter, iVIoses, 
Sliadracli, and Clincli coiimienced proceedings against 
the Colonel, they were compelled to inform their client 
that a forfeiture of the estate had taken jdace, and tliat 
the lord of the manor had taken possession. 

Poor Ikey tore his hair, and alternatively swore and 
cried. The man must be mad, he said. If lie had 
wanted any more money he could have had it. There 
was only one thing to be done. He must go down 
himself to the Hall, and see if he could come to terms 
with Sir AVilfred. And accordingly he went down to 
Medlicott Hall, and at tlu*. entrance of the Park who 
should he see hnt Colonel Dampier strollin'^ along 
with Philip Tancred. It is difficult to say which he 
hated most at that moment, liis daiigliter’s suitor or 
the Colonel. He stopped his lly, and rushed np tO' 
the two men, almost speechless with excitement. 

“ What do you mean hy this business ? You liave 
robbed me ! I’ll prosecute you ! I’ll let you and that 
precious beggar with you — who, I’ll take my oath, has 
been in the conspiracy — know wliat I can do. My people^ 
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sliall apply for a warrant to-morrow. If it costs me 
ten thou.. I’ll ruin you. I’ll liave the Attorney-General. 
I’ll have Charles Bustle. I’ll have George Trueis. I’ll 
have Montagu ” 

“ Poor old chap,” said the Colonel laughing, “ I think 
that I can spare you a good deal of this expense. 
Listen to me. Be reasonable. I know what money 
I’ve had as well as you do. I’ve kept a note of every- 
thing. Now, I’m willing to return your money and 
twenty-five per cent, interest. And I will do so on 
one condition, and on one condition only, and that is, 
that you allow your daugliter to marry my friend 
Idiilip. They arc devotedly attached to each other, 
and you have no right to come between them. I am 
going away — at least I shall do so directly after the 
wedding — and they can live here as much as they 
please.” 

“ But you’ve lost the estate. How can you let any- 
body live here ?” 

“We shall see about that. Do you accept my offer ? 
That’s the present question,” replied the Colonel. 

And IMr. Moss Abrahams did accept the Colonel’s 
offer ; and the lord of the manor accepted Dampicr 
as a fresh copyholder on the roll ; and the handsome 
Miriam became Mrs. Tancred ; and the wedding took 
place at the parish church at Medlicott, in the jjresence 
of the whole county, from the lord-lieutenant down to 
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the smallest farmer ; and Old Ikey, who had settled 
a hundred thousand pounds upon his daughter, was 
delighted to find every one very civil to him. 

On the night of the wedding, in the smoking-room, 
when every one had gone to bed but the Colonel and 
himself, Ikey said, “ To-day has been the only really 
happy day 1 have ever had in my life. I must 
thank you. Colonel, for this ; neither you nor the 
young people shall find me ungrateful. Good-night.” 
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‘‘VeL PkOCUYTAM PRiEPONO SUBURR^E.’' 

Scene: — The '' Green iJrafion,'' near Shooter's IlilL In 
front of the house is a large lawn with immense 
ehcstnnts runnimj dovjn to a yleasant trout stream. 
Higher ii'p is a stone 'bridge, and beyond it an old 
mill. In the distance is the milage church. The 
coffee-room windows looJc out ujoon an exquisite 
garden. Add, according to taste^ poidtry, pigeons on 
the roof, ostlers in their shirts, chambermaids in 
muslin caps, &c. Enter from a fly, Mr. Quickett, 
of the firm of Quickett, Driver, Quickett and Leech, 
Solicitors, of Lincoln's Inn Fields ; and Mr. Snelson, 
of the firm of Messrs. Snelson, Ledger and Co,, 
Chartered Accountants, of Coleman Street, 

Quickett (Jic is fifty-five years of age, stoutj 
do'iijic gold eye-glass, heavy v:atch-chain, and black band, 
to liat ; the family solicitor all over. He addresses the 
yj^^ug lady at the bar). Brandy cold, please, miss. 
jlnd you, Snelson, the same I suppose. Let me see the 
landlord, please. We have to drive over to Twelve 
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Elms Park, and want dinner on our return. {The 
yoiuif/ lady caH^ the landlord^ }rIio i}i from the 

yarden. He is ahont forty-jixe, tall, siudjirmt, and look,% 
siispiciously like a country (jcntlanan.) 

Mr. Q. Er — landlord, my friend and 1 have to go 
over to Twelve Elms. And — er — we want dinner at 
four. A little bit of fish, and a roast fowl, and an 
omelette, or something of that sort, and some cheese- 
tingers. Warm a bottle of your best claret, and have- 
a bottle of port that you can thoroughly recommend 
carefully decanted. The job will stand that, Snelson, 
as incidental expenses.” 

Mu. SxELSON {he is tall, thin, hilions, vnth carefalljf 
trimmed whiskers, of aye ahsohUcly uncertain, and 'with 
all the ayypcarancc of a City uian in heairy business). I 
hope so, I'm sure (cJmckles), In fact, 1 know as much. 

Mr. Q. And a cigar, please. You don't smoke, 1 
think, Snelson. No. Why {takiny viyar from landlord),. 
God bless my soul, it's Mr. Hardwicke Percival ! 

Landlord {lanyhiny heart ily). At your good service, 
Mr. Quickett. 

Mr. Q. Well ! {yasps) Well ! Of all— of all ! 

Well ! I knew you’d left the Bar, but I though you'd 
gone abroad — to Heidelburg. Well ! I ami surprised. 

Mr. P. And why ? 

* Mr. Q. Well, you know, it seems so odd. You a 
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University man, too. And your father with his posi- 
tion. And just as you were Ijcginiiing to get into 
business. In a few years you would have had a good 
chance of silk. Well ! Iteally ! 

IMji. 1*. I don’t see it, Quickett, at all. I/d quite as 
sooji keej) nn hotel as be in the wine trade, like the son 
of a noble Duke we know ; or on the Stock Exchange, 
as hi.s cousin is. Ivceping an hotel is an honest busi- 
ness and a protitalde one. T like it quite as nnich ns 1 
sliould like banking, which is only pawiibroking and 
nioneyleiiding on a l)ig scale, and in a swagger manner. 
You would not have been astonished if I had gone into 
a l)ank. Why should you tln’nk the worse of me 
because 1 am keeq)ing a public-house I Money is the 
only thing in these days. 

]\Ik. S. QiLiiicntiondy). Too true, I fear. Land is 
depreciating terribly — depreciating terribly. {ScruH- 
■iiizcs vritimUy a laryc yliotoyvayh of Turlcc Elms Pari', 
hangmy in the har, and hccomcs ahsorJjcd in it.) 

Ma. Q. Well, well, but you were doing well at the 
Bar, you know ; and the Bar is a profession for a 
gentleman. Every young barrister (shakes his head 
jiulicially) has the chance of being a judge, or even 
Chancellor. Besides, with your father’s influence, yon 
would have been certain of a County Court judgeship. 

]\Ik. V. I quarrelled with my father, Quickett. 

Mu. Q. (whistling). The deuce, you did ! Why ? 
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Me. P. Because I insisted on coming liere. He said 
I was a blackguard, and was disgracing tlie famOy ; 
.and I told him I would not take that language from 
any one — and I won’t. 

Mk. Q. (cautiously). Well, well, I don’t like strong 
language — I never did ; but I think it’s a great pity — 
■don’t you, Snelson ? 

Mr. S. (who is noio ahsorhcd in some plans of Twelcc 
Elms Park which he has pn’oduccd from his 'pocket). Eh ? 
Oh, yes ! Oh, certainly ! Most certainly ! (Itcsunics 
his stiuly of j^lnns.) 

Mr. Q. And especially when you were getting on 
so well. Why, our list of fees used to be nearly a 
hundred guineas a term. 

Mr. P. liight you are, my dear Quickett ; and 1 had 
my cheque from you three times a year. But you were 
about the only client who did i)ay regularly — 1 might 
almost say the only one who paid at all. You don’t 
know how I was robbed. 

Mr. Q. (with an air of superior solvency). ■ I can 
guess. I am quite aware that certain members of my 
branch of the profession 

Mr. P. Exactly so. And, besides, you must admit, 
•Quickett, that the Bar is going to the deuce. Eor every 
brief to be held there are twenty men fighting for it ; 
.and the fees, except for a very few men, are getting 
smaller and smaller. Look at Chuckster now. He’s a 
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good man. He’s had silk for fifteen years, and you. 
know that you can command him any day for five 
guineas. 

Mk. Q. {I'mpliaiicaUn). It’s true. 

Mr. 1’. Yes. Yon don’t charge five guineas, Quickett,. 
for coming down here to-day to throw your eye over 
Twelx’e Elms. I ’ll bet you a bottle your price is more 
like twenty. And so is Mr. Snclson’s. 

]Mu. S. (ronsal from his map). Eh ! Oh, certainly f 
As senior partner, I consider my day entitles me to 
thirty guineas and my expenses. {Resumes study of 
'map.) 

Mr. P. Qiyldiuy one of his ovm ciyars). Well, you 
see, there it is, Quickett. I had been about twenty 
years at the Bar, and I found I was making about ;£'8oo 
a year gross. 1 am not vain. But I know I’ve good 
abilities, and 1 know I liked law. Take off expenses 
of chambers and circuit, and what was left me; I 
couldn’t educate my family on it. And I had to work 
like a slave. Chambers and courts every blessed day 
from ten to five. And 1 hate Loudon, and like the 
country. I had a little money of my own, as you know,, 
so 1 bought this place — it’s a pretty place, with plenty 
of grounds — and now (donT be afraid I shall over- 
charge you and Mr. Snelson) I am saving money every 
year. My two boys are at llugby. I have a little 
house at Eastbourne for my wife and girls in the 
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■summer. T have glorious country air. I grow my own 
fruit and vegetables, keep my cows, feed my own pigs, 
shoot and fish, and in the hunting season get a couple 
of days a week with the hounds. I potter about all 
day long, and 1 am as happy as a man need be. My 
life is insured, and if 1 die to-morrow the business will 
fetch a good deal more than 1 gave for it. 

IMk. Q. But how about Mrs. Bercival and the young 
ladies? How do they like it? Surely they were 
brought up to a different, style of life. 

]\Ii!. P. Well, you see, that was a little difficult. 
But there is a private door to the house, and not one of 
them has ever been inside the bar, or knows how to 
draw a glass of ale. After 1 had been here a luontli or 
so, the parson found out who I was. Being an hotel- 
keeper, I belong tc) the superior branch of the profession. 
I am no ordinary licensed victualler. Then 1 was 
elected guardian and parish vestryman ; and then tin; 
parson’s wife called. My wife has her pony carriage, 
and she and the girls get quite as much .society as they 
want, especially at Eastbourne. J don’t Idink matters. 
T make no secret of what 1 am and what I have been ; 
and I find petqjle take me for what they are kind 
enough to think I am worth. I had a case the other 
day in the County Court, and argued it myself. The 
judge recollected me. He was as jolly as possible. 
Came and dined with us, and I drove him over in my 
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■dog-cart to catch the night mail. He had a look at my 
poultry and pigs ; praised my mulberries and peaches ; 
and, as I am a sinner, said he envied me. 

Mk. Q. {liinJitalici] jj). Well, niy dear Percival, it’s 
an odd way of looking at things ; but perhaps you are 
right. 1 know 1 should like to retire myself. You 
know my little place at Ascot. Well, I can’t get down 
there for more than two or three days at a time. 
I'liere are a lot of noljs among our clients, and they 
would get hutted in a minute if 1 didn’t look to their 
business personally. They won’t be put off with Driver, 
whose manners .are not what they might be, and Leech 
is too young for them. Put h.ave you no ambition 
left^ 

Mu. P. Kot a bit, except it be to live a quiet, happy, 
and healthy life. jMy business gives me no real trouble ; 
I only boss it. I should not have come out of my 
l)arlour, if you had not asked for me. 1 have all my 
books, and 1 read a good bit in the winter time. The 
country round here is splendid if you’re fond of natural 
history. .1 have (juite enough to do. Xow, law makes 
the mind most infernally rusty. 

Mu. Q. Well, my dear sir, pcrluaps you are right. 
Every man knows his own business best. 1 am sorry, 
1 must say. 1 had hoped to see you on the Pencil 
some day, but Heaven only knows when it might have 
been. Anyhow, you’ll forgive an old man for telling 



176 SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 

you tliat you were always a gentleman, and never 
possibly could be anything else. And now, Snelson 
and I must be off to Twelve Elms. Good-bye for the 
present. 

]\Ir. I*, (hoioing u'ith mode ih'/erencc), (lood-bye, 
gentlemen both. The dinner shall be ready. 

Bo Quickett and Snelson drive to Twelve Elms, and 
negotiate a heavy mortgage on it, and find that the 
fly has been stored with creature comforts ; and on 
their return they find that they are to dine with 
Percival, wlio gives them a dinner of his own ordering, 
with his best wine. And after dinner they join the 
ladies, and iiave some music, and I’ercival drives them 
over to the station in his own phaeton at a tremendous 
pace, and they are soon rolling up to town by the 
express. 

Mr. Q. a capital dinner and capital wine. 1 am 
sorry the young woman in the bar refused to give us a 
bill, but clearly he thought us his guests. (Opeiia 
litHkd.) These cucumbers are splendid. Look at the 
asparagus — and here’s seakale for you. 

Mu. S. A capital dinner, certainly. 

Mu. Q. And a capital fellow, Percival. Ah ! he 
might have been anything if he had liked. Well, he 
seems happy enough, anyhow, and his wife and 
daughters are charming. Eh, Snelson ? 
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Me. S. Oh ! Ah ! Yes, certainly. 

Me. Q. Charming. I shall certainly go down there 
again some Sunday, take a dozen fellows with me, and 
have a thundering good dinner for the benefit of the 
house. {Eesigns himself to sleep, while Me. Snelson 
again pnlls out his ^iiapsl) 
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Mr. JusTiCK Jones is lvoej)iiig liis sixtieth hirthdfiy. 
He lias not celebrated it l)y a diniier-jiarty. Lady 
Jones is in licr -wn room, and is suffering from 
neuralgia.' His eldest son is in lUiller s column. His 
second son is at Liverpool, where, he is iloarishing 
immensely as a local barrister. The numer as daugh- 
ters of ]\Ir. Justice .loues are all married, and living 
in different parts of the world, one in a villa, at 
Torquay, another at Hyderabad, another at a rectory 
in the Lincolnshire fens, another at Lrussels. All his 
children liave written him the usual letters. lUit, none 
the less, his lordship is lonely. He has had his soup, 
and his slip and his cutlet, and he has done his duty 
by his pint of port. lJut he feels as if he would like 
an hour at pool or a rubber at whist. He wishes he 
belonged to the Harrick or the Union, instead of the 
Athenyeum, A sort of strange frenzy steals into his 
brain, promi>ting him to ask the butler to take a chair, 
and light a cigar, and have a talk. Why should he 
not go to the theatre, or even to the music-hall ? Why 
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Tiiot ? P>ut he is very tired, is Mr. Justice Jones. So 
lie sits ill his easy-cliair, and he looks at the fire, and 
he thinks. 

First, he remembers his old school-days — how he got 
the medal for Latin verse, and the ]>ewter pot for the 
<piarter-mile swimming race, and how lie secured a 
scln>larslii]>, and took ]iis first-(*lass in ]\Ioderatioiis, 
and ]dayed in tlie college elciven, and took his first- 
class in (Jreats, and entered at the Inner Temple, and 
got his Fellowslii]) at Iballiol. Tliose were bright and 
heerfid days. 'Jdien came the drudgery of a rieader's 
chajiiber .sdth thei- interminable shelves of reports, 
ddien lie remembers how lie wmit sessions and (‘.ircuit, 
and deh‘nd('v« prisoners who had stolen eggs, or won 
mon(*y ly tie a >11 1 i deuce trick, or mistaken some one 
clse's liou.se for their own, or liroken the ribs of a 
county constable. And then came London business, 
with its ])ickings — a brougham smashed up by an 
omnibus ; a money-lemhT who has exceeded his powers 
under a bill of sale; the cook who sues the licensed 
victualler for breach of promise of marriage ; the sub- 
urban householder who has got into a row with the 
jobbing builder over «|ua]ities and (juaiitities ; tli« 
butcher whose account has been disputed. It was 
all practice, of course. But. how miserable and dull 
and fiat and unprofitable it all was ! It paid, how- 
ever, and Mr. Justice Jones remembers how he found 
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himself malciiig Lyoo a year, anti able to give up his 
Fellowship and niarry Miss Edith Bumble, daughter 
of the second partner of Cobb, Dobbs, Bumble, Davis, 
Quicksetter and Sharp, of the Old Jewry (Cobb had 
been dead for twenfy years, but the name still brought 
clients). Miss Edith Bumble, now Lady Jones, was 
not exactly intelligent, nor altogether sympathetic. 
But the income of Mr. Jones leaped from £’]00 a 
year to a handsome total in four figures, and by the 
time he was forty he had taken silk. 

To do him justice, he liad been a sound lawyer, and 
had deserved the success which had come to liini in 
this somewhat roundabout way. He had a clear head. 
He knew his case law. He could write a clear and 
sensible opinion. He could address a jury in lucid 
and ordinary English. He could talk over an arbi- 
trator, and he could now and again teach the judges 
in Banc their business. Nobody doubted his ability, 
or his energy, or. his straightforwardness and courage. 
Nobody was astonished when he moved from Curzon 
Street to Prince’s Gate, or when Mrs. Jones took to- 
a tv/o-horso victoria, or when he became member for* 
the immaeidate borough of Great Kiddiiigton, or when 
his portrait was hung in the Eoyal Academy, or when 
he bought himself a little estate in Essex, and sent hi» 
boys to Eton. And yet how dull his life had been I 
Consultations at g; robing-room at lo; court at 10.30. 
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Jury case before Mr. Baron Blunderstone, in whicli he 
signally defeats Proser, Q.C. Then lunch — sandwiches, 
and some sherry from his flask. Then an argument in 
Banc, in which — in his turn — he is utterly routed by Mr. 
.Serjeant Jorkins, whose masterly exposition of the law 
with regard to ancient wells elicits compliments from 
tlie Bench, and produces a profound article in the Times 
■of the next morning. Then chambers, dusty and dirty, 
Avith even the morocco chairs and bookcases looking 
■dingy. Consultation follows upon consultation. Then 
a quick cab to I’rincc’s (Jate, and a ilull dinner; and 
after dinner, briefs and tea, and perliaps a cigar until 
nearly midnight. And next morning, the robing-room 
again. 

There is a pleasant side to tlie picture. The guineas 
rolled in. The banker’s account took care of itself. 
The senior clerk wore a thick gold chain. But it was 
a terrible treadmill. Xo time to dine out. Xo time to 
read even the papers, much less current books ; hardly 
time to keep posted up in the law reports. It had been 
a positive relief to Mr. rlones, Q.C., when Long Yacatioii 
■came, and he could go down to Essex, and stroll about 
his estate, and look at his ducks and cattle, and watch 
the progress of his trees, and jolt about the roads on his 
weight-carrying cob. 

He was fifty-two when he was made a judge, and 
everybody said it was a capital appointment. He had 
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saved money, but it was a nuisance to find his income 
drop suddenly by some few thousands a year. And now 
his work is more monotonous and tiring than ever. He 
has to sit in chambers and to decide j)oint.s that are the 
very A 11 C of litigation. He has to sit in Court, and 
keep counsel in order and preserve his own dignity, and 
I^reserve his own tem])er over disputes that arc; as devoid 
of all human interest as is a fossil of life. He feels as 
if he were a successful general sent witli a hundred 
militiamen and two guns to capture a farmhouse wliich 
the farm labourers are holding with their pitchforks ; 
or an e.xplorer who, on returning from Thil)et, or the 
Amazons, or equatorial Africa, is told <d1' for two years 
to take soundings in the Seri)entine and rei)ort upon the 
peculiarities of its bottom ; or a senior wi'angier who 
has to hear day after day a more than usually dull 
third form stumble through the second book of Euclid. 
He is now sixty, and there arc scjven more years before 
him of this toil of Kisyphus. He has had none of the 
pleasure out of life that other men have had. His time 
has never been his own. He has been to Paris once or 
twice, and to Mentone and to Itome, in much the same 
mechanical way as he has been to llrighton and to 
Scarborough. But all his real tastes and wishes have 
remained unfulfilled, and have died out of him, exactly 
as the fire is dying out in the grate at which he looks. 
Eroin “ the wild joy of living ” he has been utterly cut 
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off. Of hunting, of shooting, of yachting he can tell 
nothing. AYlien he went down to the House of 
Commons he was always too tired to do more than to 
vote steadily with his party, and now and again make 
a solid speech of fifteen minutes. Ho has never seen 
the southern sea break over a coral reef ; he has never 
sat under the shade of palm-trees nor seen the big game 
fall to his own rifle. He might have been behind a 
coiinter selling calico by the yard or butter by the 
pound, for all the real enjoyments that life has yielded 
to him. 

And now he is only one judge among many. He is 
not quite so self-assertive as are some of his legal 
colleagues. Tlie daily papers occasionally take him to 
task. The Court of Appeal puts him right vexationsly 
over trumpery matters of detail. The Attorney-General, 
whom he can remember as a junior at the ^liddlesex 
Sessions and the IMayor’s Court, is very frequently imper- 
tinent to him. The only comfort is that he is still in 
good health, and has an assured income. Seven years is 
a long time to wait for his pension ; but according to 
David he will then haA e three years left him, and accord- 
ing to the Carlisle tables of mortality, eight. He can then 
go down into Essex and grow roses, and breed poultry, and 
revive his old acquaintance with the classics, and drive 
about in a pony carriage, and enjoy the supreme pleasure 
of doing nothing. And at this point JMr. Justice Jones 
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discovers that the fire is out, and his feet are cold, and 
his pint of port is finished. And he recollects that at 
half-past ten to-morrow morning he has to deliver 
judgment in tlie interminable case of the I’eddlington 
District Board of Works v, McTavish. And he slowly 
and sadly goes up to bed. 



( i8S ) 


UNIVERSITY DISCIPLINE. 

Scene : — The rooms of the Eev. Theophilus Onesimus 
Twentyman, i‘)b the greed qxiudranglc, St. Margaret' s, 
Oxh'idge. The rooms are oak panelled, earved oak 
huokcascs, richly Immd hoolcs, thick Turkey carpet; 
line engravings from the Old Masters, portfolio of 
photographs in, staiul, some choice oil paintings, large 
chimney clock, &c. Mullionccl %vindows looking on to 
private garden of the Warden of St. Margaret’s. 
Mr. Twenty'man is discovered in his academic genon, 
seated in morocco chair at morocco-covered loriting 
tahle. Enter Mr. Eeginald Firebrace, deceyrously 
attired. 

Mr. Twentyman {mechanically). Sit down, ]\Ir. Fire- 
brace. I am sorry that I have to complain of your 
conduct very seriously. Your attendance at chapel is 
most irregular. Four days last week you did not return 
to college untU twelve o’clock. On the other three 
{consulting his memorandd) I find that you entertained 
friends at dinner. You have persistently absented 
yourself from the Greek Testament lecture. Mr. 
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Towser informs me thcit vour attendance at his Virml 
lecture is most unsatisfactory. And Mr. Slight has 
written to complain that you have never attended his 
Algebra lecture at all. 

(Mu. Fiuebrace looks mid dovm, settles his scholars 
ffoivn on his shoulders, rfnd runs his f iujers through the 
asset of his caji) 

Mk. T. {continuing). These are serious complaints, Mr, 
Tirebrace. You hold a valuable scholarship, and the 
college expects you to set an example. Sliould yonr 
conduct not amend, a college meeting will be the 
inevitalde result. 

]\Tk. r. (rqiologrticalbj). T assure you, sir, T am work- 
ing as hard as 1 can. 

Mr, T. {austerely). Impossible, sir, when you do not 
attend your college lectures, and neglect tlie excellent 
advice given you by Professor Burrows in his “Pass 
and Class” on the salutary effects of regular attendance 
at divine worsliip. 

Mr. r. {looking through the ogien v-indou) upon the Immi 
where the Earl or IhMLico and Sii: llucui Carlyon are 
playing lairm-tennis v/dlh the daughters of the Peverend 
THE Warden), There are other undergraduates than 
myself, Mr. Sub-Warden, whose attendance at lectures 
is by no means constant. 

Mr. T. {getting red in the face). Sir, Lord Pimlico 
and Sir Hugh Carlyon are not in your position. They 
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do not hold a scliolarshi]i from the college imposing 
upon them corresponding obligations. 

Mr. F. {(Iciipn'atehj). No, sir. Neither of them could 
get a scholarship if he tried, and I suppose that is why 
they are allowed to do just as they please. 

Mu. T. (rai>iir>;/ his voice mifpili/), Mr. Firebrace ! 

Mu. F. {wiih the air of a man v:ho expects the worst). 
Yes, sir. I know that I have got a scliolarsliij),. 
and 1 tell you candidly that the reason 1 do not 
attend college lectures is because I cannot alford the 
time. 

(Mu. T. is ahsolutchf 2vrr(tlpzcd with astonishment.) 

Mu. F. {fecliiaj that he has < rossed the Euhienn). Yes, 
sir. Why should I waste three hours a week with Mr. 
Towser, attending a T’ass Virgil lecture ? I have a 
great respect for Mr. Towser. He has been very kind 
to me ; but he took his degree thirty years ago. I 
forget now what sort of degree it was. I am at work 
this term on I.ucretius with my private tutor, and I 
cannot atlbrd the time for Virgil, even if 1 had not gone 
throiu'b him three times before I left Eton. I don’t 

O 

think even yov, sir, could take downi your Forbiger and 
puzzle me badly. (Pcrceivinf/ that Mu. Twentvman,. 
wIlo toolc a high degree himself, is a little mollified hy this 
eomplwient) And then, sir, really it is waste of time 
to put me into Mr. Slight’s xVlgebra. I went as far 
as the calculus at school. 
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Ml?. T. (JiaUcially). Mr. Firebrace, j'ou should have 
■explained these facts to these gentlemen. 

IMii. F. I did to Ml’. Slight, sir, and his answer was 
that during the. first year elementary algebra is compul- 
sory; and I hadn’t the heart to tell Mr. Towser the 
truth {(jetting holder), so I thought the easiest way was 
to cut the lectures altogether. I’m telling you the simple 
fact, sir. Now, if 1 were at Ifalli 

IMli. T. {suddenly and severely). Sir, I am astounded 
that you shouhl presume to institute a comparison 
between St. Margaret’s and any other college, even 
Balliol. It is our rule here that scholars on the foun- 
dation should attend the college lectures. Besides, sir, 
you are in receipt of charity, 'i'ou have a scholarship 
of ;;^8o a year, and yet you live riotously ami extrava- 
gantly. You entertain as if you were a man of position, 
and I am told you hunt. 

Ml?. F. {turning reel and white, and red agaiii). 
Certainly, sir, and my father knows it. 

Mil. T. {imperiously). Then your father ought to be 
ashamed of himself. 

Me. F. {rising to his feet, and thrusting his hands into 
his pochets). Look here, Mr. Twentyinan. You may 
say what you like of me ; but you had better not say a 
word against my father in mj^hearing. (Mi?. Twenty- 
man, vdio had been ((bout to rise precipitately, sits down 
.again.) My old father knows exactly how I live. I 
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don’t owe a penny in tlie ’Varsity. T’m not like Pimlico 
out there, whom old Mottle Jacobson won’t trust with 
a hundred. Wiiat do you mean by telling me that I 
live on cliarity ? I have £%o from the college, and I 
pay it £'^0 a year for tuition and ;£'i8 for room rent; I 
shoidd like to know how I am to live on the balance. 

Ml!. T. (^indtiwj on his college cap). You may go, sir. 
And you will please remain in your own rooms until 
two o’clock. I shall lay your conduct before a college 
meeting. 

Mu. F. {undaimted). No, Mr. Twentyman; you have 
accused me of living on charity. It’s you who live on 
charity. Your fellowship is ;^300 a year ; and you get 
your rooms, and your dinners, and everything else for 
nothing. And you have .£^500 a year for your tutorship. 
And all you do is to lecture twelve hours a week for 
eight months in the year, and to insixlt young fellows 
like myself, who arc really trying to be a credit to the 
college. 

Mit.-T. (ruing to his feet and waving his hand). Leave 
the room, sir ! As Sub-Warden of this college, I tell 
you that you may consider your scholarship forfeited, 
and if the college takes my advice, you will most cer- 
tainly be expelled. 

Mk. F. Very well, Mr. Twentyman. My father 
won’t break his heart. As for me, I don’t care which 
college it is, or which university. I shall stand for 
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Balliol, and I hope I shall get it, thanks to Eton and 
not to St. jMargaret’s. And if you’ll take my advice, 
you will spend next long in freshening up your 
Aeschylus. The ]\Iedicean Manuscri2)t is in the 
Vatican, you know. You are fond of Home, I believe. 

[ 7 >'mcs and 

Scene cJuinr/cs to the room of the Waijdkx’s Lodije. Enter 
the AVakdEjS: (ind Ali;. Twextv.max in- eomvtlatlun. 
Mr. T. is trciiiiiJuHS trith aiu/cr ; the Wardex infirm 
and jnduUd. 

The Wardex. It won’t do, my dear 'J’wentyman ; it 
won’t do. AVe can’t cxi)el him, you know, for iiothing 
more than being insolent to you. 

AJu. T. Mod insolent. Air. AA'arden. 

The AYardex. A'es, yes, yes. But then there’s nothing 
.else. As for the lectures, why, 1 always did Ihinl; the 
Greek Testament lecdure was waste of time. If you 
gave them the Ejtistlcs of St. I’aul, now. But boys 
■ought to do their gospels at school. And as for 
Towscr’s Virgil, why, between you and me, Towser is a 
little behind the time. And Eirebrace is a bright lad, 
too. I was dining with the Vice-Chancellor last night, 
and the Public Orator told me that the Latin verse lies 
between him and that dreadful Sc<.)tchman — AIcCandlish, 
of Orkney Hall. I am sure I hope it will come to St. 
Margaret’s. 
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Mr. T. But tlie bad example, Mr. Warden. Mr. 
Firebrace’s extravagance ! 

The Warden. Well, well, Twentynian ! His father’s 
a West-country squire, and an old Eton man. I know 
all the family myself. You don’t live cheaply yourself, 
you know, Twentynian — eh ? Besides, we all know 
that you are waiting for Slapton Parva to fall in, and 
then we shall lose your valuable services as tutor, and 
I’rovidence will transfer you to a wider sphere of useful- 
ness. Eleven huiulreal a year — eh ? — and a nice rectory 
and sixty acres of glebe. 

Mr. T. {lionu'xclud defiantly). 1 fail to sec, ]\Ir. 
Warden, that tlie fact that I am senior clerical fellow, 
and so next in succession to Slapton I’arva, has anything 
to do with ]\Ir. Eirebrace’s misconduct. 

The Warden (ekcer/nlly). Don’t you ? Well, you 
see, his uncle is lord of the manor, that’s all. And his 
mother is a daughter of the Lord Lieutenant, and one 
of his brothers is a son-in-law of the Bishop. The 
Eirebraces are an old county family. Come in, my dear 
Twentyman, and have some lunch. Lord I’imlico and 
Sir Hugh Cavlyon are inside. Come in. 

Mu. T. {(0 himself). It is hopeless to attempt to 
maintain discipline in St. Margaret’s. 1 wish to 
Heaven old Itaven would die, as he ought to have done 
long ago, and Slapton fall in. 

The Warden (to himself). Vulgar fellow, Twentyr 
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man ! Father was a cobbler at Slumborough. Always 
did think those close Slumborough fellowships a beastly 
nuisance. Wisli some Commission would come and 
reform them away, and Twentyman witli them. Must 
ask young Firebrace to dinner to-night. And V\l have 
Towser to meet him. Good company, Towser, though 
he is shamefully deaf. * . 

So Mr. Firebrace, nmtch to his astonish7ncnt, is ashed 
to dmner at the Warden's Lodge , vlicre he meets Mr. 
Towser, and becomes very good friends vnth that cxcellcmt 
old gentlema^i. And Mr. Twentyman sends 'next morning 
for an itnluclcy sizar, who has no friends, and who has 
missed chapel, and confines him to gates for a fortnight. 
A^id St. Margaret' s goes on innch as usual. 
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BETWEEN THE LINES. 

From Cdaudivr, Court Milliner, 33 Monde Street, W,, 
to the Hon, Diana Church- Mouse, lOO Ciirzon Street, 
Mayfair, 

May I, 1882. 

Mademoiselle, — \"ou did me the honour to-day, in 
the company of your sister, Madame la Comtesso de 
Fahricant ^d’AHumcttes, to order a few dresses, which 
you were pleased to soy would he amply sufficient for 
the present season. If Mademoiselle will deign to 
l)ermit a person much experienced in such matters to 
address her (confidentially) on the subject, I would 
venture to observe : 

(istly) That the extraordinary beauty and dignity of 
Mademoiselle’s appearance can only be properly set olT 
by the most luxurious and elegant costumes. 

(2iidly) That although Mademoiselle’s respected 
father, Lord Blarney, would doubtless not object to her 
making a rich marriage, yet his Lordsliip might not 
care to pay a heavy sum for Mademoiselle’s outfit. 

(3rdly) That a rich marriage is, as a rule, chiefly 

0 
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secured by those who have the means of presenting a 
ricli appearance; and, as I liave every conlidenee in 
Madenioiselle’s ])owcr of attraction, I am ]»repared to 
sui)ply her with every necessary of attire, including 
liosiory, boots, lace, jewellery. I've., on condition tliat 
i\Iadeinoiselle agrees to deal witli me ithnu:. 

1 should not expect a settlement of tin; account until 
six montlis after the marriage, which I can prophesy 
(with my assistance) Mademoisidle will make. Will 
^Mademoiselle Itonour me willi a personal reply to- 
morrow ? 

1 trust that Mademoiselle will ])ardon tluj lilierty I 
have taken in thus addressing her, and accept the 
assurance of my perfect devotion. 


The lion. iJiana Vinti'rh-MonHi' to Crhtndi itr. 

Maij 2, 1882. 

j\Iiss Church-Mouse has received Madame (.'elandine’s 
letter, and in reply, agrees to the conditions i)ro]wsed. 
Miss Church-Mouse is unable to call until to-niorrow, 
as she is going with her father to Lord Draco’s garden 
]iarty at Chiswick, and is compelled to start early. 
Madame Celandine may expect Miss Churcli-Mouse 
to-morrow morning about 12 o’clock. 
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From the Fori of Draro^ Sportam lIonM, Ft. Jameis^^^ to 
( h htttdine^ 33 Monde Street^ W. 

May I, 1883 . 

The Karl of Draco encloses liis clic({ue for £2yoo in 
])ayiiieiit of Lacl}^ Draco’s account with Madame 
(Jelaiulinc. He also L»ives IMadame Celandine notice 
tluit, for tlie future, the account of Lady 3 )raco with 
lier must ]iot exceed the sum of iJ'iooo per annum. 

From Ci'Jo ml ine /e the (hfUnteM (f Droeo (nee Diami 
t Inf re] mMou>>e. 

Miiy I, 1884 . 

Madame r.A Comtessk, — You say that you have no 
money to pay me the £3990 you have run u]) within 
tlie year, and yet you wear jewels that are almost 
])riceless. If you do not arran<>e sometliing satisfactory 
witli me to-moriwv, 1 shall call u])on the Earl witli 
your letter. 

Celandine. 


Tetn/nnif from Diana Jone>; to (Ala iidute. 

Impossible to do anything with jewels. Somebody 
would notice at once. Heirlooms. Suggest some other 
course. 

May I, 1884 . 


0 2 
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From Cdandim to tlie Coxmtess of Drcwo. 

Mny I, 18S4. 

Mapami: la Comtksse, — Just received your telegram. 
If you will lu’ing me the tiara and set of stars, T can 
manage the affair for you in a way which will satisfy 
me and save you from exposure. 

I happen to know a gentleman who deals in jewellery, 
and he tells me that lie can take out the large stones in 
the centre, and replace them wdth imitation, of the best 
quality, and lend you ;^4000 upon them. I feel sure 
that tlicy w'ill suit you. 

I shall only charge you ;^200 commission, which, as 
you see, will only leave you figo in my debt. 

Celaxdi.nk. 

From Celandine to the Countess of Draeo. 

May I, 1885. 

Madajie la Comtesse, — If you don’t ])ay me this 
afternoon, I shall call upon Milord with your letters. 
The gentleman (in the jeweller}^ line) who lent you the 
money is pressing me most cruelh'. At the same time 
I could even now help you out of the affair, if you 
would only listen to reason. 

Mr. Jacob Brummagem, one of my customers, saw 
you here the other day, and is ready to pay off' your 
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liabilities, as far as they concern me, for the honour of 
your acquaintance. Will you come to-morrow at 
4 o’clock and eat some strawberries, and drink a glass 
of champagne ? 

Celandine. 

From Jarob Brummwfcm , Esq., of the Gehenna Chib, lieqent 
Street, and Shoddy Nall, SheffiEd, to Celandine. 

May 1, 1885, 10.30 p.M. 

Dear Celandine, — Just received vour note witli 
enclosed telegram from Lady I). Shall be witli you 
punetiodly at 4 to-morrow and will bring the necessary. 
Yours faithfully, 

Jacoe Bhummagem. 

I’.S. — You might bring the fi/.z up ojkii, and put a 
■dash of Cognac in it, eh ? Twig ? 


Extract f roni daily qvtpcrs of ]\T<iy i, 1886. DracoY. Draco, 
JJnmmayem, Sahuv, Tarqiiin, and Tomnoddy. 

“ Tlie decree nisi in this celebrated case was this 
morning made absolute.” 



ST. JAMES’S VISITS ST. GEORGE’S. 

I. 

JJulfdoir of ilo^ Countess oe OAKi.ANOru Hn' Ladff- 
nit ip /s d'i>iCHs,'^i))f/ aff^o'iioon /c(f irifJi tJtv ])1’(TIKSS OE 

Stilton. 

Laio' O. It is all right, iiiy dear. I have found (nit 
everything from young Harry Temjiest. We must 
wait till it is just dark, and then take the AViiitechai>el 
onmilais to a place ho calls the Minories. Ah)U turn 
down tlic Minories — you see I've got it all wj’itten 
dowm — until you come to the Tow(*r. Tlaiii wlien you 
see the Tower in front of you, you must take* your left 
hand and keep on going down hill. Then you will 
come to a great, high, brick wall. That is the I^ondon 
Docks. Keej) along with that wall on your right hand, 
and you re in Ihitcliife Highway. Harry has given me 
a list of tlie places to see. 

Duchess. Tell me. I am all impatience. 

Lady O. First of all, on the left liand, is the 
Prussian .Eagle, where they have songs and dancing in 
a room upstairs. Then on the right hand is Old (travel 
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Lfiiie. There is a ])iiblic Jiouse there called the Old 
King Willitun, where a dreadful murder was committed 
ever so many years ago. De Quincey wrote all about 
it, you know ; and Harry tells me that if we were to^mo 
straight on we sliould come to High Street, Waj)l«ng, 
where that dreadful Tichborne ( 'laimant used to live, 
lint lie says it’s a very dangerous part, and that we had 
better keep in the Highway. You must not call it 
.Katclifl'e Highway down tliere, by the wa}^ ray dear, or 
they will be angry and insult you. It is St. Oeorge’s 
Higli Street, or iligli Street, St. (leorgc’s, 1 forget 
which. Then a little further on is a dancing saloon 
called the Mahogany llai'. That we are i)artieularly not 
to miss. And after that is the White Swan. I'hey call 
it Paddy’s ( loose. My dear, it is the Albert Hall of the 
place. Harry says that j'ou will find sailors there of 
every nation — Swedes, Danes, Americans, Trenchmeu, 
and Rvissians — and they all dance and chatter to one 
another in their own language. And he says that when 
we have seen that we had better take a cab — there is a 
cab rank just outside — and get away as soon as we can, 
for tliat the rest of the Highway is not safe. It will 
be too late, of course, to go to the shops where they 
sell the beasts and wild l.»irds — Jamrach’s — and the 
other ])laces. Besides we can drive down any day 
and see those in the daytime without the least 
trouble. 
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Duchess. But I want to see the Opium Den, in 
“ Edwin Drood,” you know. 

Lady O. Ali, my dear, that would be much too 
dangerous, except in the daytime. It is up a horrible 
court called Palmer’s Folly, where Harry says we 
might get murdered in a moment, or even worse. But 
let iis be off. The carriage is ready. I shall tell 
Osborne to put us down at Oxford Circus. 

II. 

Tlie interior of a Whitcehnpd omnihits. Among the 
company Sekgeant Jackson, of the Grenadiers, 
quartered at the Tower, Jins. O’FLANAciHAN, of the 
Whitechapel Road, and others. 

Conductor {pushing in the Duchess and Lady O.). 
Boom for two. 

Lady O. {anxiously). CVhere ? 

Mrs. O’Flanagiian. No room for such as them, I 
hope. 

Sergeant {rising). Take my scat, my dear. We are 
full up, and he knew it. 

YTJbc Conductor rings Ms hell, and the 07 nnil ns starts. The 
ladies not expecting the jerh, lose their hedatue. Lady 
Oaklands clings to the hnee of a stout gentleman. 
Stout Gentleman. You are pinching me. But 
never mind, madam. Take your time. 
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Mes. O’P. {at the t(yp of her voice). I don’t move 
from my seat for painted Molls like them. 

(Chorus of si/mpathctic mat7'onx). Not likely. 

Seegeant (point my to the Duchess). The little lady 
can sit on your lap. (Tltc Duchess folloios the suyyes- 
iiun). 

CoxDUcrroK. Hi! Minories! Tower ’ill 1 All fares 
for the Minories. 

Lady 0. How much, please ? 

COXDUCTOE. Oh, stow your larks ! You know - as 
y/ell as I do. Dourpence oacli. 

Lady O. (fediny in her poehet). (iood gracious ! I 
have lost ray purse. 

Cgxductok. Now, then. Can’t stop hero all night. 
Fourpence each. 

Duchess. ]\Iy dear. It’s terrible. I have left ray 
purse at home. 

(,'oNl)UC/roK. Oh, that tale be Flowed ! Here, I’ll 
liave a policeman in a moment. 

Lady 0. (almost faintiuy). AYill you take this 
ring. 

CoxnuCTOE (with supreme contempt). Not likely ! 
t.'orae, pay up. Fourjrence each, or 1 calls the police. 

Seugeaxt Jackson (slippiny a. shiUiny into the 
Duchess’s hand). Pay him, my dear. I’d punch his 
head if I couldn’t see you was ladies. 
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Mjis. OT. (irlf/i rirtuoux dUdoiny Yali 

Couple of liussies ! 

Mas. OT.’s ^j^umuovu. j\Iy daiijiliter ain't ii]) to 
}iiiu*li : but if slie Avas as bad as either of tlieiii jades, 
I’d turn lier neck and cioj) out c»f the house 1 

l^T/fr frio drsccnd. 

Lady O. (A> SiaarKAN r dAC’Ksox), How ran J thank 
you ? 

SkKGEAXT {tciUi Ifirntrsf N(»t at all, lOV 

dear. Can’t bear to see a y^al in distress. Can’t I see 
you part of the way home ( I wisli I’d a eoinrade, witli 
me, with a stray shillin;^' or two. I’m clean dried up. 
(^aii’t even stand you a drink. JU‘sid(^ four \l lie 
company ; three's none. Come as far as the Tower, and 
I’ll pick up a dollar somewhere. Nev(*r like to see a 
pretty face in trouble, rheer up, my beauties. Two 
such sla])-u]) o'als as you never ought ti> want for 
nothing. 

.Duchess. J. beg your ijardon, Sergeant, but 1 know 
your Colonel very well, and 1 couldn’t go with you to 
the Tower. I don’t mind telling you that I’m (i)t a 
whisper) the Duchess ol Stilton. The Duke was in 
your regiment only three years ago, when he was Mr. 
Cheshire. But we wanted to see Itatclifle HighwaA — 
out of ful), you kiKuv, Sergeant — and now we don’t 
know what to do, or how to get back. 

Sergeant. Clod d (suddevfi/ vherkin^f himself). 



ST. JAMES'S VISITS ST. GEORGE'S. 


205 


]?less niy soul ! Wliv, liis (Irace was in iiiy battalion. 
Beg your (1 race’s most lininble pardon, (//ri/n/s 
hu hmy! to flu' si/loic). AV^'liat can I do for your 
Grace ? 

'PnK DrcHKss. You liavc done more than 'sve can 
ever thank you for sufficiently already, Sergeant ; but 
even now my friend and 1 are in difficulties. We 
wanted, as I told you, to see Batclille Highway, and 
now here wi; are quite helj)less. AVhy, we might have 
been arrested if it had not been for you ! 

Si<;i{(;kant. Beg your Grace’s pardon, but if the lady 
with you d(»esn’t mind she conld pawn that ring the 
condindor wouldn’t take. There’s a respectable shop 
just a few doors down. 

Di.'CIIKSS ami Lady 0. Oh! thank yon; ‘that’s 
capital. 

Lady O. Will you take it and do it ? 

Skiuskaxt. hlo, ladv; thcv’d be asking me all kinds 
of questions. Take it in yourself, and {in loir tone) 
give the man your ladiesmaid’s name and the right 
address. He’ll give you a sovereign on it at once, and 
I’ll show your Grace and the other lady to any ]iart c»f 
the Highway you want. It isn’t a safe place for ladies 
to go to alona 
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III. 

The S(doon at “ Faddy s Go(m.” That favourite Fast- 
end (novj) dance, the Mazurka, is heiny I'lerformed 
vjith edl the 'native riyoar of St. George's. The 
SeK(;kaxt is standiny hy the tu:o ladies, keepiny watch 
over them with a stern sense of his resjwnsihilify. The 
ladies themselves are almost choked with had tohaeco 
smoke, the fames of beer and sjnriis, the heat of the 
gas, and the 2 >ceidiar aroma of damp sawdust. 

First Sailor {<(pprocahiny the IIuctiess). Come 
4ilong, I’oll, let’s toe it. 

IIuciiEss. Sir ! 

Sergeant. Let the lady alone, Jack. 

First S.mlor {to Duchess). Don’t “sir” me, I 
ain’t a warrant oflieer. {To Sergeant Jackson). 
Ought to be ashamed of yourself, you selfish lubber — 
wanting two of ’em to yourself. Why don’t you stand 
’em a pot, and wet their gills ? 

Second Sailor. All alike, them lobsters ; always 
mean. {Addressing Lady O.). Come, my pretty, you. 
like a sailor, I can tell by the look of you. Come and 
have a turn with me. Here, you {to Pot-boy), bring the 
lady a ])int of stout. 

Lady O. {in a whisper). My dear, it’s horrible. Do 
let iis go. 

.Miss McCarthy {from Tiger Bay). Yah! West- 
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end muck ! Wonder they dare come amongst honest 
folk. 

Misk Dwy’ER (iJi a tone of conviction). The likes of 
them onglit to be limbed — limbed ! Look at ’em,, 
dressed and painted up — robbing honest men. Look 
at the paint on ’em. Makes decent folk sick, it does. 
[Munic ccoitcit, oml ilic Mazvrha terminates with u stamp 
of extra cnenj)/. JJanil imrncdiatehj strikes vp the 
('ate<tfi/iiai)S, 

l>ia HESS. We’ll just see this, dear, and tlien we’ll 
be going. I’m sure the Sergeant will see us into a cab. 
IMerciful Heavens (pats her handkerchief harriedtp to 
her for)'. There’s Captain Graham, of the Grenadiers, 
with a friend. (In a 'arhisper.) AVhat are we to do? 
He’ll be certain to toll Stilton, and I shall never hear 
the end of it. 

Lady O. (tiravelj/ and despcvatelt/). I shall begin to 
cry in a moment, I know I shall. 

C'aI’T.vix (inAlI.-VW (strolling np, hatUaj recognized the 
Deciijoss and Lady O., emd dismissing the Se1!(5EAXT 
with a nod). Tiiis is unexpected. Duchess. AYhatoYer 
has brought you liero; and you, too, Lady Oaklands. 

Lady ( ). Oli ! don’t. Captain Graham. Don’t — 
don’t say anything. I’m frightened out of my life. 
Do take us away — jdease do at once. 

D;JCMK^;-^. Yes, please take us away. Captain Graham, 
and 'liiDik the Sergeant here. He has been so kind 
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and attentive to ns. That horrid conductor would have 
locked us up if he hadn’t interfered. 

Cac'I'AIX GicviiA^u. Locked you up ! Conductor 1 
].)uc'HKSS. Yes, Captain Graham. Locked us uj) 
because wo hadn’t any money to ]iay him ; the Sergeant 
here paid him himself, and then, as we ■were here, W'c 
tliouglit we must see Avliat the jdace was like, and so — 
{luTdatimj ) — and so we had to pawn Lady Oaklands’ 
ring, and the Sergeant said if we really wanted to see 
the place w'e had better let him come with us, as it 
wouldn’t be safe to go alone, ami we were just going to 
let him take us to a cab when we saw you. The fm-t 
is {loiceyinij Jar rolcr) we’ve been “slumming;” but 
{hidijhs) we’ll never do it again. 

CAiTArx GitAHAM. Allow me (g/ZL-.s hU unit io 
Duchess). {To L.\I)Y Oakeanhs.) i\Iy friend, Mr. 
Portescue, will take charge of you. Sergeant Jackson, 
do you think you can find a cab t 
SEiUiEAXT. Certainly, sir. 

Mtss Dwyek. Yhdi ! Told yer so. There they go — 
the two of ’em. Llowed if they ain’t collared three 
blokes between them ! {With, intnisn vwnd Hirpcnoi'itij.) 
DiKsgustin’, 1 call it— disgustin’. Got out, yer muck I 
* * * * ^ 

So ends an evening’s Comedy of Errors. A week later, 
Sergeant Jackson becomes Sergeant-lMajor, for reasons 
best known to his Colonel, but which will always 
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remain a mystery to Iiis brotijer iiun-commissioiied 
officers ; and at about tlie same tiim? be receives a 
clioque, with which lie opens a cnmfurtalile little 
banking account. It had always been his ambition to 
end his days as a licensed victualler, I ait it is now 
certain that his licensed house will ht- a hotel, doing a 
good business. 
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A MODERN ESAU. 

The Vanstones wore country gentlemen long before 
the time of James tlie First. Their estate was in 
Kent, on the banks of tlie Wliipple, and the mill on that 
river, the pool of which was famous for its trout, was 
said to be as old as the lime of the PLantagenets, 
although not a fragment of the original structure w.as 
remaining when his blessed Majesty King AVilliam tlio 
Fourth ascended the throne. 

The Vanstones had always been more or less eccentj ^ 
and it was a fact among them, as among many oti , 
old Knglish families, that the father always cordiallj*. 
hated the sons, while the sons impartially divided 
between themselves such surplus of hate as tliey could 
spare after satisfying their consciences with regard to 
their lather. 

The .Squire Vanstone of that time (all through the 
great Civil War) sided with the King, for doing which 
he lost his life and his estates. The latter, however, 
were restored to his son when Charles the Second came 
to the throne, and from that day to this the Vanstones 
have been squires of importance in Kent, and owneivs 
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of one of the largest estates in that '' garden of Eng- 
land/' 

Now, the late Squire Vanstone, who died some 
twenty years ago or more, had two sons, Godfrey and 
Owen, and tlirough some neglect, oversight, or it may 
be even family quarrel, the cutail had been broken, 
so that Squire Vanstone was absolute owner in what 
lawyers term tlie fee simple of every acre of land 
entered upon his reiil. roll, comprising the house, the 
park witli its outlying villages, a good deal of land let 
in farms to highly desirable tenants, and more espe- 
cially — for the ])urposes of this story — the ]nill which 
artists would come down from London to sketch, and to 
fish in the waters of which was a privilege whoso value 
was known to the miller, while he almost paid his rent 
by- the judicious use cf the knowledge. 

Of the old S(|uire's two sons the elder went into the 
army, and while (quartered at Canterbury mortally 
offended his father by marrying one of the daughters of 
a clergyman with a wretchedly small living, who was 
of no particular extraction, wlm had been a sizar at 
Cambridge, and had in no way whatever distinguished 
himself from the smallest Dissenting tub-tIiumx)or 
except by being the father of a most charming daugliter 
— a distinction which tub-thumpers seldom achieve. 

Old Vanstone was furious at the marriage. He sent 
his son a cheque for a hundred pounds, and told him 

P 
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that the keei:)er at the lodge gates had orders to refuse 
him admission. He sent for liis lawyer, and had a will 
made in whicli he solemnly disinherited h]sau, and 
made over everything to Jacob ; and Jacob, wlio was a 
good young man, and could consequently get at informa- 
tion by channels unktiowii to those of a worldly turn 
of mind, kei)t his own counsel, and, so far from stirring 
up Ills father’s wrath, was always at hand to point out 
that errors of judgment are venial — that a man must 
leave his father and motlicr and cleave unto liis wife — 
that his elder brother, although impulsive, liad yet 
behaved honourably, and so on, all of which, although 
doubtless ^vell meant, only served to pour oil and 
sprinkle l)rimstone on the old gentleman’s red-liot wrath. 

So tlie elder brother sold out of the army, and found, 
when he liad realized everytliing, tliat lie had some 
\:£'i 500 , or thereabouts, clear. Some nine-tenths of this 
sum he deposited with his wife’s father, and, commend- 
ing liis wife to the charge of her parents, started, with a 
few ten-pound notes, for the United States. A week 
after he had left Liverpool the war between the Northern 
and the Southern States had broken out. lie had gone 
to seek his fortune, and he put his sword at the service 
of General Grant. lie rose rapidly, distinguished liim- 
self, and returned to Jiugland with a very considerable 
sum of money. And so ends the first chapter in his 
history. 
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Godfrey Vanstoue landed at Liverpool, where his 
wife and tlie l)oy, who luid been born shortly after his 
departure, met liiin. His fatlier, as he knew, had died 
during his absence, and had left everything to liis 
younger brotlier. 

In want of a rest he proceeded witli them to Clifton, 
where, for two or tliree weeks, lie did actually 
nothing, exce])t ride on tlie downs and saunter about 
the Bristol (piays. 

Now the Bristol ^uays a, re strangely rich in old book- 
shops, and (iodfrey, strolling one day along wliat may 
1)0 called the (^)uai D’Orsay of the famous western sea- 
port, came across a volume which interested him for 
the simple reason tliat upon the vellum outside it were 
stamped his family arms. He took it up, and found it 
to be an old county history of Kent, thickly inter- 
leaved and, as book collectors term it, “ inlaid '' with 
maps and plans. Many of these were of later date than 
the book itselt. ]\Iany were earlier, and had been bound 
in. The book took his fancy and excited his curiosity. 

Where did this come from ? '' he asked from the 
^snufiy and bearded Socius of tlie beetle-browed little 
shop. 

“ From Vanstone Hall, sir, Kent. Squire Vanstone 
:lias been selling oil' his old library and laying down 
new books, and a lot of the old ones found their way 
iiere. That large mat>, sir, in the middle is a map of 
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the Vanstone estate itself. There is a lot of inter- 
leaving of that hind, and it makes the book interesting 
to gentlemen wlio know Kent, not to say valuable to 
collectors.” Tins last witli a cough of apology and 
expectation. 

“ 1 will give you,” said Godfrey, looking through it 
again carelessly, “ tliii ty shillings for it.” 

“ Two pounds, sir,” .said llie bookseller tirinly. “ The 
binding alone is in valuable preservation, and well 
woi’th the money 1 am asking as a specimen.” 

Ultimately (iodfrey became the purchaser of the 
volume for thirty-five .shillings. Tie took it back to 
his hotel, locked it carefully up, enjoyed his evening 
as u.snal with a game of billiards and a cigar, and early 
next morning sallied out and bought liirnself a watch- 
maker’s len.s. die then sent his wife and boy out for a 
fhive, and began to examine the book and its maps 
and other interleaved matter very curiously. This took 
him some hours. The next day he went dowm again on 
to the liristol (piays, made, imptiries, and retained tlie 
services of an old gentleman skilled in binding and 
black letter and press marks and colophons, and set 
him to work upon the book. 

This worthy, after .some hours’ labour, a ])int of 
.sherry, and a plate of .sandwiches, had a report to make. 
The whole thing, he said, was very curious and very 
interesting. No doubt there was a mark, or had been 
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a mark, in the shape of a cross upon the island in the 
mill pool. Certainly there was a number against that 
■cross. Clearly, the number was 372. On page 372 
was an account of the little island, calling particular 
attention to an cnorjiious poplar, and this account had 
been underlined. Of that there could be no doubt. 
There were faint traces of writing at the foot of the page. 
Trom the character, the writing itself was about the 
.time of the Commonwealth. It was in Latin, and it 
ran thus : — “ Subter iiopulum versus boream sex pedes 
niea omnia item qua.* ad Car. Huni])lirey, ]\Iieh. 
I'endelLon, et Godf. Davenport pertinent. Quatuor 
pedes subter terrain. Hugo Vanstone.” 

The old geuLleman could spell out the Latin, but he 
'could not understand it. He finislied his sherry and 
sandwiches, expressed prolix tlianks for a couple of 
^guineas, and went his way rtijoiciug. 

Godfrey Vanstone (Colonel IJ.S.A.) then transacted a 
little legal business. He managed — never mind how, 
■the details are tedious — to obtain for himself, under an 
•iissumed name, a year’s tenancy of the little island, 
witli a proviso for a year’s renewal, representing that 
he wanted it for bottom-fishing, and that full right of 
fishing from the shore was absolutely necessary. Then 
he left his wife and son in Ixmdon and went down to 
the island himself, taking with him an old negro who 
had been his valet during part of the war, and who was 
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as faithful as a Nowfouudland and as reticent as an 
owl. 

Would he be recognized ? This he asked himself as 
he looked in the glass. Xot unless he went about too 
much. He Avas as lu’imzed as a gipsy. He had grown 
an immense beard, and his hair fell down upon his 
collar. No, he Avould y)ass. So down they went, and 
on the island they pitched a litlle tent, he and Sambo, 
and began to fish. 

But where was the poplar^ He had never known 
or even heard of a yioplar on the island. He recol- 
lected, however, the old saying, “As tall as the tree, 
so deep the roots.” And at last he fixed on the place 
where tlie poplar ought to have lieen, according to the 
best of his judgment and belief. It was a spot rich in 
toadstools. That of itself meant decaying vegetaljle 
matter. Arc not truffles found under tire shelti'r of oaks i 

Over this spot he pitched himself a second tent, under 
cover of which he and Mr. Sambo commenced digging. 
Sambo was cheerful and serenely indill'erent. As well 
a digging job for Sambo as any otlier job. So they dug 
away until at aliout a deyjth of four feet Sambo struck 
his shovel against a big stone, jarred his elbow, and, 
forgetting his reserve, cursed in his native African by- 
all his African Gods. 

The digging Avas stopped for the day. On th& 
morrow it was resumed. They uncovered a fiat stone 
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about five feet by three. This they prized up with a 
crowl)ar. Under it lay what the disinherited son had 
been seekinj*-. There in a confused heap was the family 
plate, mixed with the locks and bolts and handles of 
the long since decayed chest in which it had been 
buried. In what liad once been the iron casing of a 
small box not two feet long by one and a half wide 
were the jewels. And to show that they had found 
everything and need .search no farther, with the jewels 
was a “ hatful,” as the nasties term it, of gold and 
silver, which had been too heavy to carry away in its 
bulk. The discovery of the coins and their date 
clinched the matter. Uo more need to dig another 
scpiare yard in th(( little island. 
******** 
The treasure was cleverly taken away one foggy 
morning before sunrise in a tiny teakettle of a steam 
launch hired ad hoc, and on the tliird day it was safe in 
a room on the first floor in Jenny n Street. When 
matters came to be reckoned up, Godfrey Vanstoiie 
found himself with a trifle over thirtv-seven thousand 
pounds and still in the prime of life. 

He has a villa now at Cannes overlooking the glorious 
blue of the Mediten-auean, where he lives happily with 
his wife for six mouths in the year. The summer is 
spent at Cowes or where else they please, for his 60- 
ton schooner will take him anywhere. 



2i6 


SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 


The hoy is at Eiigby. Mr. Sambo does nothing. His 
curly locks are as white as snow and his nickname is 
“ Massa Snowball.” 

The whole truth of the story was never known. 
Godfrey and Mr. Sambo preserved a judicious silence. 
Vague guesses were made, but they never got beyond 
guesswork. 

Only two incidents to finish. Owen Yanstone was 
struck down in the lobby of the House of Commons 
with paralysis. He may live for years, but he will 
never again set foot to the ground. When he dies 
childless, the A'anstone estates will revert to Godfrey or 
to his heirs. Ihit the brothers have not met, and 'will 
never meet again on this side, at any rate, of the 
grave. 

The second incident is the fate of the old county 
history. It is preserved in a casket specially made for 
it in the Hue de la I’aix. When he is asked why so 
costly a box was ordered for so worthless an old book, 
Godfrey only laughs. “ The volume,” he says, when 
his laugh is over, “ has family ass(jciations. It is the 
only family relic I have which I at all value.” 
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From Field! Mcxmscys, Fnrj,, of i6o Grosvenor Square; 
Monplaisir, Coices, Isle of Wvjht ; and Fendragoih 
Castle, Cornwall; to Captain the Hon. Vivian lloper, 
JaiguUus did), Piee.adiUjj. 


160 Gkosvexoii Square, W. 

My dear EorEK, — I feel cure tliat you will be glad 
to see by the above address tliat your old friend Jos is 
once more within hail of the Lucullus. It was hard to 
tear oneself aw\ay from tlio dear old Castle — Far from 
the madding crowd,'’ you know, and all that, eh ? — ^but, 
as my wife says, one o\ves a duty to society : what do 
you think? Besides, her Grace the Duchess of l^en- 
dragon (valued friend of mine, the Duke) insists upon 
presenting her at the next Drawung-roo]n ; and, unless 
we are to have another season as dull as ditch-water, 
people in our position must come to the fore, 

I cannot disguise from myself the fact that when 
Mrs. Meauseys sweeps into a drawing-room with me on 
her arm (I mean, leaning upon my arm), attired in 
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tlie crimson velvet that so well bocomes her dark style 
of beaiity, and sliowing oft tlie IMeauseys diamonds 
to their utmost advantage, she never fails to create 
a sensation, I’here is a stillness in the room, broken 
oidy by murmurs of universal admiratidii, tliat reminds 
me of the days of my youth, and the regalia-room at 
the Tower on a popidar holiday. Talking of the "J^ower 
reminds me naturally of Pendragon ('astle. You are, 
I believe, a connection of the Didce, and so probably 
knew it wlieu the ])oor hdlow was still able to keep 
open house. Yon ou(jht to .syc it noir ! Since it came 
into my possession I have had it done up from toji to 
bottom — such an improvement ! There was something 
in becoming lord of the I'endragon estates, a something 
in the fortunate discovery of the hjng-lost Meauseys 
arms, crest, and motto (of course we have now resumed 
the original orthography of the grand old name — please 
note this with regard to future correspondence); there 
was a something in all this, t say, which enabled me to 
give up the fascinating atmosphere of the money market 
without a pang. 

Talking of finance, my dear lloper, reminds me that 
I came across a bit of blue paper of yours, which had 
somehow found its way into my desk. An acceptance 
for two-fifty, you see, ratlier overdue. 1 have much 
pleasure in enclosing it, and begging you to take your 
own time about the trifling affair. Between men of 
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honour, don’t you know ? NoUe-Hse ohlije, as our motto 
puts it. Say no more about it. 

1 w!is glad to see you in the Park the other day with 
the Earl of Wessex, a meiidier of the committee of your 
club, by the way. Wliy not bring him down again 
to-morrow ? I’could jiick you up opposite the Achilles, 
and give you a trot round in the drag. And I dare say 
Mrs. M. will have a chop or something ready for us 
later on. 

Yours alw’ays, 

Eicke Meaesfa's. 

I’.S. — Mind you bring Wessex. 

From Cir])i((in flir Hun. Vi nan liO}^>cr to Eirlcd 
Mm iiHctfs, Fsq. 

Lrcui.Lvs Club, Piccadilly, W. 

I)EA]t Ike, — That’s about right for spelling, isn’t it ? 
Thanks for your letter and enclosure. As to the giddy 
“ kite,” since you insist upon it,* 1 won’t say another 
word about it. On my honour, 1 won’t. Eely upon 
that. 1 am sorry, however, that neither I nor Lord 
Wessex will be able to join you in the Park this 
afternoon, as we are both commanded to attend the 
garden-jiarty at Marlborough House. Lord Wessex 
dines with his mother to-night ; but I shall be happy 
to join you in the succulent chop towards nine. 

Faithfully yours, 

Vivian PvOpek. 
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From EicM Memtscys, Esq., io Visco^ini Sliilldagh, 
Liicullus Club. 

Gehenna Clhb, Eegent Sxkeet, W. 

My Lokd, — I happened to be waiting to-day in the 
b.all of the Lucullus for my old friend his Crace the 
Duke of Pendragon, who had invited me to lunch, when 
you came in, and, going up to the list of candidates for 
electio:i, indulged in a somewhat critical series of obser- 
vations thereupon. Amongst other caustic remarks, I 
was slightly sur2)rised to hear the following : “ Moses ? 
"Wliy, verb imperative the past-participled impertinence 
of the past-participled blood-sucker ! I’m past-parti- 
cipled if I don’t speak to every member of the club 
nbout it ! ” 

As, upon referring to the list in question, I iind that 
my name is the only one upon it which has the slightest 
resemblance; to that of “ Moses,” 1 hereby require you to 
retract the whole of the first sentence I overheard, and 
to fulf'.l the threat contained in the second sentence — 
in favour of my candidature. 

\ ou are no doubt aware that your promissory note for 
fioxxo odd fell due last week, and that, although I 
have ceased to amuse myself with dabbling in finance, 
I may still have something to say as to tlie renewal 
of this particular note. If you chose, you might even 
now make a friend of 


SiCKE Meauseys. 
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From EicM Meauscys, Esq., to Messrs. Shadrcich, Meshach^ 
& Aheclncrjo, Solicitors, of 177 Old Jeiory, E.C. 

160 Guosvenor Square, W. 

Proceed at once against Lord Shillelagh witli tlie 
utmost rigour of the law. Is Go to the devil and do 
your worst ! actionahle ? Serve him this afternoon if 
possible, and mind, as publicly as possible. 

E. M. 


From Messrs. Shadrach; Mrsluiv.h, (0 Ahedneyo, I 0 Eiclcc 
Mc(nrs('ys, Esq. 

177 Old Jewry, E.C. 

YonusET^F V . The Viscount Shillelagh. 

Dear Sru, — Your liououred favour to hand. In ac- 
cordance witli your valued instructions, we hurried on 
preliminaries, and our Mr. Abednego presented himself 
this morning at liis lordship's cliambers, St. James s 
Street. As liis lordship was giving a large breakfast, 
the valet refused our junior j)artner admittance, until 
the diplomatic administration of a sovereign brought 
him to his senses. 

Our Mr. Abednego, therefore, was enabled, in accord- 
ance with your valued instructions, to serve the writ 
as publicly as possible." We have, however, to regret 
that his lordship thought fit to kick our Mr. Abednego 
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down his lordship’s (extremely steep) stairs. A sum- 
mons for assault will, of coiirse, be immediately served 
upon his lordship. AYe also rejoice to say that we 
have just received ;£’7335 6,s. from ins lordship’s 
solicitors, iii full payment of your claim against him. 

AYe are, dear Sir, very faithfully yours, 

SiLvonACii, Mesiiauii, & Ap.edxego. 

P.S. — AA^e Tinderstand that Lord Sliillolagli is engaged 
to be married to Aliss Blobbs, tlie American lieiress. 

From EicM Mcanscyn, 1o Sir (*hfirlr.<s J^unter, EarL, 
of Bacmrat Hall, Lcicr.'itrr.shirr, and the LicciUlus 
CM), Fkradilh/, TV. 

Private and Conkide\tial.] 

i6o GiiosvENoa Square, AY. 

Mr. Eicke Meauseys presents his compliments to Sir 
Charles l*unter, and ventures to hope that the fact that 
he will probably soon be able to nieet Sir Charles as a 
brother member of the Lucullus will excuse his address- 
ing him (under tlie circumstances) without a formal 
introduction. Bad news proverbially travels fast, and 
Mr. Meauseys has heard, like the rest of the world, of 
Sir Charles’s heavy losses last AYednesday night. But, 
unlike the rest of the world, Mr. M. has a lieart full of 
sympathy and a purse full of — well, enough to enable 
Sir Charles to retain his seat on the committee of the 
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Luciillus. Mr. Mcausoys tliercfore l:>egs to enclose a 
blank clieque, which lie is here) »y happy to authorize 
Sir Charles Punter to till up for the full amount of his 
teiniiorary nec(‘ssities. 

P.S. — '‘A friend in need is a friend indeed/’ How 

<»‘lad 1 should be if Put fill up the ehecpie, dear Sir 

Charles. E. M. 


Fvoai the M((v(Ufrr of the Loiulon ami PcndriKjOti Bdnk, 
Corah ill, to Eirke TEtj, 

Dkau Sij?, — 1 think it only right to inform you that 
Sir Charles Punter has presented your checpie for 
;6’io,ooo, and has duly received that amount. 1 merely 
mention this as the writing (with the exception of your 
signature) was unknown to ns. 

I am, dear Sir, your obedient Servant, 

John CauteoI'S, 

Manager. 

Tldract fro)ii Letter of Arthur jVemo, Esq,, the Albuny 
to Captaia Qaidaui, 100 th Drayooa^ GiUfnJs, the 
Camujli, 

And now for two bits of news. Charley Punter has 
paid up! And Ikey Moses, the money-lender of Creesus 
Chambers, the ruin of Lackland, Peinlragon, and a host 
•of others, has been elceteA bv the Lucullus ! Shillelagh, 
wlio blackballed him, is furious. 
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THE SCHOONER AND THE LAUNCH. 

I AVAS living at Eritli, one of the most deliglitful little 
jilaces between Lonclon and the Nore for those wlio 
really Ioa^o peace and <|uiet. A stockln'oker, Avise in 
his generation, had just bnilt himself a summer bunga- 
low there on the edge of the clialk clilf, Avith a long- 
strip of garden in Avhicli lie took marvellous pride. 1 
Avas alAvays going up and doAvn the rirer ; sometimes in 
a little open boat of my own, Avitli a huge lateen sail, 
sometimes on a tug, sometimes in a sailing-l)arge — for 
1 made it my business to knoAV skippers of eA’ery kind, 
and to be a welcome guest on their craft. 

Ihit tliercAvas one man whom 1 could ncAmrget near. 
He kept entirely to himself. His equals disliked him, 
and called him tlie “king of the bargemen,” by Avav of 
mockery. He Avas a man of sul.)stance, for he oAvued 
one great billj-boy Avhich he sailed himself, and in 
which he would fetcli stone from Portland, or otfier 
such heavy cargoes, raid, occasionally, if he wanted a 
long run, potatoes from Cornwall or the Islands. I 
used to meet him here and there upon the river, and I 
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could see that I was talking to a man who was, and 
always had been, a gentleman. But he did not care for 
conversation, and skilfully avoided the least aj)j)roach 
to anything lilce intimacy. It was only later that I 
heard his story, and understood wliy lie liad thus 
become a lloating hermit. I cannot, of course, say how 
far tlie tah? is correct in detail, l)iit 1 know that its 
broader lines are true. 

In his younger days ho liad been an artist — a long- 
shore artist, ])aiuting beach and river sketclies, and 
with a pretty little yacht of his own, in which he used 
to pott(T about tluj coast in rpiest of subjects. He 
could paint with feeling ; and witli his own private 
fortune, and his two, or perhaps three, small pictures in 
each year s Academy, was comfortably oil*. I may add 
that he was married, and loved his wife. Fortunately 
for both, there were no children. 

It was the old story. His wife was young, pretty, 
and weak. She liked dresses which he could not afford, 
and hungered bitterly for jewellery almost beyond tlie 
reach of a painter. She wearied of her quiet life and 
its simple pleasures — her garden, and flowers, and liot- 
liouse, and her tranquil summers in the Channel Islands 
o? on the French coast. The epd of course came. She 
ran away with a rich man, the son of a Liverpool 
cotton-broker, a mere brute with a thin veneer of 
education and culture upon him, and who had all that 

Q 
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“ insolence of wealth ” which the Greek dramatists 
regarded as the bitterest, upon a man, of possible divine 
curses. Her husband did not go to the Divorce Court. 
He went on painting as usual ; and whatever he may 
have suflbred, he turneil out as good work as cA'cr — 
some people even said better. 

One night, in the middle of a driving snowstorm, she 
came back to a small cottage he had taken at Deal, and 
tapped at the window. She was alone, helpless, and 
evidently dying. Her cough, and the Hush on her 
cheek, told tlieir own story. He forgave her, and she 
died in his arms. Then he left Deal, and for a year or 
two disappeared. Wlien lie was next seen, lie had a 
small quick steam-launch, built almost on the lines of a 
torpedo-boat, in which he used to run about the coast 
between the North Foreland and the Bcilly Islands. 
She was a strange craft, with marvellous S])eed, and 
when she dipped her funnel and burned smokeless coal, 
was hardly visible at any distance, exce])t in the very 
clearest weather. 

He kept entirely to himself ; and some people said 
that his trouble had more or less unhinged his mind ; 
otliers that he had turned his attention to marine 
engineering, and meant to make a fortune out of it; 
otliers that he had always been an odd kind of fellow, 
who might do anything. 

His engineer and fireman were Sunderland men. 
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His cook and valet was a Maltese, of whom nobody 
knew anything, except that he seemed much attached 
to his master, and to have a natural hatred towards 
the rest of mankind. The fourth hand was a boy, 
wlio, wJien not engaged in dirty work, was always 
asleep. 

The Erith Yacht Club had at that time, and, for all I 
know, still keeps u]), not only its rooms on shore, but 
iilso a iloating-house moored close to the pier, from 
which it is entered by a gangway. It is, or once was, a 
tupsail schooner, built for some rich man as a cruising 
yacht in wliich to visit the Soutli Sea Islands and the 
Cliina Seas, and, in a peaceable kind of way, emulate 
tlie adventures of llajali Erooke in the lloijalid. Tlie 
masts liave now been taken out, and the interior of the 
vessel fitted as a large saloon, with one or two bunks 
forward, behind a bulkhead, for members who may 
suddenly lind themselves in want of a bed, and beyond 
these again, a steward's room. The coffee-room, if I 
may so term tlie saloon, is a most pleasant resort on 
the morning of a hot summer Sunday ; and I was seated 
here one day, placidly enjoying a cheroot and a brandy- 
and-soda, with a good allowance of ice, when 1 again 
beard somebody among those who were present use the 
Avords ‘'the king of the bargemem" I dropped my 
jj3aper and listened at once. 

" It was a funny story,” said one of the dozen or so 

Q 2 
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of men who occupied the divans and armchairs, “ hi» 
running down that yaclit.” 

“ Not at all fumip, if you knew all about it,” said a 
second. 

“ I don’t believe anybody does know all about it. or 
ever will,” sententiouslj’' remarked a third. 

Then there was a silence. 

“How was it ?” asked another member, j)Ouring him- 
self out some claret. 

“It iiappened upon this wise,” re}i]ied the member 
who had been the second to speak. “ I think tliat I 
can cixt the story short. His wife, you see — therci 
always is a wmman in all'airs of this kind — was very 
pretty and very extravagant, and had many more whims 
than ho could ever have gralilied, if he had juade four 
times the money he did ; and lie must liave made a 
pretty good income, too. Ho you remember that odd 
poem of llrowning’s about the beautiful girl of J’oi nic 
who was buried in her golden hair ? ” 

The members of the Erith Yacht Club are not, as a 
rule, readers of the author of “ Sordello.” None of those 
present had even so mucli as heard of the poem in 
question. 

“Well,” continued the speaker, with that peculiar 
sense of enjoyment which is the reward of imparting 
knowledge, and is in many respects akin to pride, “ his 
wife, you know, bolted with another fellow — a fellow 
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with a pot of money, who took her away with him iii 
iiis yacht. I remember seeing the yaclit at Cowes. A 
iine craft she was. Wlieu he found she had gone, and 
with whom, he moped for a long time down somewhere 
on the south coast. People say she came back to liiin 
and he forgave her. That I should very much doubt ; 
he wasn’t tliat kind of man. Anyhow, she died— there’s 
no doubt about that — and after her death he gave up 
painting altogether. It was rather a pity, I thought at 
the time, and I think so still, for very few men could 
touch him in his own line. Well, he had a sort of 
blockade-runner built for him by the Thorneycrofts. 
She was a venomous-looking thing, but could go any 
number of knots an hour, and he used to knock about 
the coast in her.” 

“ I’d sooner have a decent yawl about four times the 
size,” observed a stout member from behind a cloud of 
smoke in the corner of the saloon. “ About a sixth the 
original expense, much less than a sixth the annual cost, 
jind twenty times the comfort.” 

“ So a lot of fellows said at tlie time,” continued the 
narrator. “Anyhow he got this launch; and it is a 
most curious thing that, one foggy night, she happened 
to run into a schooner yacht and cut her down to the 
water’s edge. Nobody knows the rights or wrongs of 
the collision. The launch was hardly damaged at all, 
but the schooner was cut down almost to her keel; for 
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the launch had a bow like a ram, and went tlirough the 
schooner’s planks like a knife tlirough a jiiece of note- 
paper. The.launcli stood liy and picked up the 
schooner’s crew. Oddly enough, they were all saved 
except the owner. He did not go down with tlie 
schooner, which was raised the next week, hut his body 
was 2 )ic]ced up a fortnight afterwards. Hie crabs and 
congers had been so busy with it that it would never 
have been identified but for tlie clotlies and the letters 
in the pockets. There was an inquest, of course, but 
nothing came of it. 1 think it was what you call an 
open verdict. At all events, no more was heard of the 
matter ; and I suppose the c.xact nautical rights and 
wrongs of the whole thing will, as I have said, never be 
settled. The only men on the deck of the launch at the 
moment of the collision were the owner himself, who 
was at the wheel, and a sort of valet he had, a fellow 
from the Mediterranean, who seems to have been so 
terrified that he entirely lost his head, and could give 
no account whatever of how the thing happened. 
Anyhow, the crew of the schooner were agreed that 
the launch was not to blame; and I heard at the 
time that they were very handsomely treated after- 
wards by its owner, although really there was not 
the least obligation on him to do anything of the 
kind.” 

“ It seems odd that only the owner should have gone 
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down,” observed tlie member from the comer of the 
room, “ and nobody else.” 

“ So it does,” dryly answered the narrator. “ Odd 
things do happen in this world. It came out at the 
inquest, when he was picked up, that his skull was 
smashed and all his fingers broken, as if they had some- 
how been jammed, T won’t say hammered, but anyhow 
pinched and splinteretl into matchwood. But a collision 
at sea, after all, is just like a collision on a railway. 
Tliere may be half-a-dozen fellows in the same 
carriage. One has both his thighs broken, and dies 
then and there of the shock ; another has his knee- 
pan put out; and the other four escape witJi what 
they call in the papers ‘ no further injury than a 
severe shaking.’ ” 

“ Who was the owner of the schooner ? ” asked a 
young member who had not spoken before. 

“ As bad an egg as ever lived,” was the answer. “ Son 
of some Manchester cotton-spinner or Liverpool stock- 
broker. Was kicked out of his regiment for something 
shady, and kicked out of his club, the Bag, because he 
couldn’t explain why his Colonel was in the wrong and 
he in the right. Was blackballed at every other club 
afterwards. He was considered shady even on the 
Turf. One of his exploits was to run away with 
another fellow’s wife — I can’t remember whose. She 
was little better than a child, and as soon as he was 
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tired of her he kicked her out into the streets, and I 
believe the poor thing was frozen to death in the snow. 
At all events she died of his ill-treatment — there’s very 
little doubt of that. He was always a cur, and drown- 
ing was too good a death for him.” 
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WHAT WE AKE COMING TO. 

Scene : A Court of Justice. On the Bench, Me. Justice 
Mudulesides of the Queens Bench Division. In 
the lox, a imtient Imt evulcnily exasinratcd Jury. 
Tlu', hody of the Court is hlocked with junior har- 
risters, averayiwj ahout thrce-and-tiventy years of 
age. The well of the Court is Mocked vnth vnOicsses 
on the siibpmna and otherwise. The yallci’y is j)acked 
with s2Wctators like sardines in ct ho.v. On the Bench 
is the usual allowance of Countesses and other orna- 
iiunts of Soeiety. 

Associate {calling on case). Silvertongue r. Jawkins. 
Mus. SiLVEETONta'E, idaiuUff in 'jicrson {rising). I 
call the Archhisliop of Canterbury upon his subpojna. 

Before he is sworn, I wish to say 

Mes. Jawkins, defemlant in person {rising). And I 

wish most emphatically to point out 

Mks. S. You sit down. This idace is not a bear- 
garden. I intend to conduct my case in my own way. 

Mrs. J. My lord, before the Archbishoii is called, I 
wish to take a preliminary objection. 
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Mns. vS. You can’t. I defy you to do it. 

Mr. Ju STICK M. flcally, ladie.s, if you conduct your 
own cases, you mu.st follow tlie same rules as are 
imposed upon counsel. There can be no possible objec- 
tion to a witness unless he is incompetent to take the 
oath. 

Mits. J. I shall argue that point presently. Eefore 
the Archbishop is called, I wish to read some letters 
which I have here. {ProilnceH a hook about the size of a 
half-years rolume of the “ Times”) 

Mr. Ju.stice ]\I. What have these letters to do with 
the Archbishoi>’s evidence t 

Mrs. S. Nothing whatever, and she knows it. 

Mrs. J. The Jury will see when I have read them. 

Mr. Ju.stice M. {u-earily). What is the date of these 
letters? We have already had twenty-seven days 
occupied with the reading of letters which have had no 
bearing on the case, and which have been between per- 
sons wholly unconnected with it. 

Mrs. j. They are a correspondence, ray lord, which 

appeared between the years 1864 and 1872 in the 
* 

Jfogborouffh Jiulejyoident, together with a series of 
twenty-seven leading articles in that journal, signed 
“ Brutus.” 

Mbs. S. “ Brutus ” is your own brother-in-law, and 
you know it. 

Mrs. j. He isn’t. 
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Mrs. S. You know he is. You’re a wicked woman ! 

Mu. Justice M. Tiic libel of which the plaintiff 
conqJains was written and published in the earlv part 
of 1884. I fail to see how tlie files of a paper twenty 
years ago can liave anything to do with the case. 

roREJiAX OF THE JuRV. j\Iy lord, we have already 
had a. corresjioudeuce which passed between the plain- 
tiff and the defendant in the year 1835. 

Mrs, S. (Jampinfi vji). Tliat’s a wicked falsehood ! I 
wasn’t born in 1S35. 1’“^ iiot forty; and I’ve only 

been eight times to the House of Lords. 

Mr. Justice j\I. T will refer to my notes. 

Mrs. J. I shall not submit to your lordship’s notes. 
Your lordship has been prejudiced against me from the 
first. The next case I have I shidl subpeena your lord- 
ship, and ask you on oath if it isn’t so {lavrjldt’r in thu 
hack heiicheii). Those schoolboys behind me may laugh 
as much as they please. I know more law than all 
of them put together. The Court of Appeal always 
listens to me, and the Master of the Rolls has compli- 
mented me five times. 

Mr. Justice M. I shall rule that letters and articles 
which appeared in a local paper twelve years before 
this action was brought are not admissible unless there 
is evidence to connect them with the plaintiff. 

Mrs. J. You will take a note that I object to your 
ruling. 
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Mr. Justice M. Certainly. Now, Mrs. Silvertongue, 
liis Grace has been waiting in Court on his subpoena 
for a foi-tnight. What is he going to prove ? 

Mrs. S. That he considers my poetry to liave a moral 
and religious tendency, and that the criticisms of the 
defendant in her pamphlet, “ A Shei^perton Sappho,” are 
malicious and libellous. 

Mr. Justice M. But that is matter for the Jury, 
Mrs. Silvertongue. You can’t call his Grace to speak 
to his opinion of your poetry. That is tlie very ques- 
tion the Jury have to decide. 

Mrs. J. Of course you can’t. Besides, the Jury have 
had all your poetry read to them twice, and know all 
nbout it. 

Fork.max of the Jury. Too true Q/roans (lce2ol!/). 

!Mrs. S. I call the Arclibishop of Canterbury. 

Mr. Justice M. If he is only going to prove what 
you have said, I rule that you cannot call him. 

]\Irs. S. I daresay he’ll prove a good deal more 
(lavghtcr'). You never know what you can get out of 
an Archbishop until you try {roars of laiujlUer, amulst 
which the Arciibisiioi’ is spjorit). 

Mrs. S. Your Grace has read my poems ? 

Archbishop. No, madam ; never {laughter'). 

Mrs. S. Then you ought to have read them. I sent 
them all to you by pai'cel post, the day my private 
secretary served you with your subpoena in the lobby 
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of tlie House of Lords. Now, on your oath, have you 
not heard my poems greatly praised ? 

AiiciiBLSilor. I have never even heard them men- 
tioned. 

IVliiS. S. {to the Jury). That’s always the way, gentle- 
men ; they are all in the coiisj)iracy against me. {Turns 
sharply to his Grarr) You may go down. 

Mas. J. Wait a minute. Do you consider the ^dirase, 
A Shepperton Sappho,” libellous ? 

AraaiHisFioj*. I could not say without tlie context. 

MifS. J. Then I will read the context to you. 

Louemax of tue Jukv. My lord, if tlie context is tlie 
defendant’s jiainphlet, we have already h^d it read five 
times, my lord. 

Mk. Jus'[acE 1\I. Certainly, The Court must really 
draw the line somewhere. I shall not allow the 
pamphlet to be read again. 

Mas. J. May 1 give the Archbishop a copy of the 
pamplilet, and have him called again when he has 
read it ? 

Mils. S. And may I give him another copy of my 
jioems ? 

Mil. Justice M. I cannot compel his Orace to read 
the productions in question, or even to acce2:)t cojiies of 
them. 

Mas. S. Then I shall move the Divisional Court for 
a mandamus to compel you to do so. My peace ojE 
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mind has been ruined by this vile conspiracy. The 
defendant there, and her brother-in-law, who is 
“ Brutus ” of the .lloijborovijh, Iiidcpcmlad, have broken 
up luy home and assailed niy rej)utation. But 1 will 
have justice yet ; if I carry this case to the House of 
Lords ! 

Ml!. Justice il. AVho is your next witness, Mrs. 
Silvertougue ? 

Mrs. S. Tlie Begins Professor of Poetry at Oxford. 

]\Irs. J. What d(.)es he know about ])oetry ? {la uphicr). 

Mrs. S. ]\Iore than you do {retieiml hnajhier), 

Mr. Justice M. TTow long will his evidence take ? 

IMrs. S. I can’t ])Ossibly say. I’erhaps four days. 
I want him to give his opinion of my poetry and of the 
libel. 

Mr. Justice M. It is now eight o’clock, and the 
Court has sat for ten hours. 1 shall adjourn until to- 
morrow. How many more witnesses have you to call, 
Mrs. Silvertougue I 

Mrs. S. As far as I know, not more than one hundred 
and fifty. I have subpoenaed the President of the 
United States, the Emi)cror of China, and the King of 
Piji. They have declined to attend, on the ground that 
they arc out of the jurisdiction. 1 must conduct my 
case in my own way, and if they do not attend before I 
have finished, T must have an adjournment, that I may 
proceed against them by mandamus. 
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[A conmltcdion tctlxa place hetween the Jicrtj, during 
the course of which, t^ic. plaintiff and defendant 
tic up their papers and strap -up their hooks, 
and snort dejianec scvcrtillg at caeh other, and, 
jointlji at the. learned, Jadi/c.^ 

Fokeman of the JuitY. ]\Iy lord, the Jury wish 
to submit to you that this ease lias already lasted 
seven weeks, and the defence has not yet been com- 
menced. They do not wish to hoar the defence at all. 
They are perfectly satisfied that the ijlaintiff has no 
■case. 

Mas. .F. Of course not. 

Mits. S. (vchcinenllg). How dare you say I have no 
case, when you have not heard the whole of my evidence ? 
You have hardly heard a quarter of it. Am I to be 
denied justice because I am a woman t I will go on 
with my case if 1 stop hero for years. 

]m)1!EMAN of the Jury (■wceeril//). Have we no power 
to stop the case, my lord ? 

JusTiCFi M. I am afraid not, gentlemen. I am 
sure T wish I could help you. 

Associate. The Court is adjourned till ten o’clock 
to-morrow. 

Jury depart v'carily. Mrs. Silyertongue and 
Mrs. Jawkins are loudly cheered as they issue 
from the Court, ami are escorted along the street 
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oy m admiring ad sympatktw crowd, TJie 
Foreman of the Juey loitm in a drxd con- 
dlfm on tk step of the 

Foreman of the Jury. Fm getting on for seventy, 
and Fve served on juries for nearly fifty years. It 
wasn’t so bad when we had Counsel They knew how 
to do their work, and they put the tiling before you. 
But ever since the new Act of Parliament, that if you 
want to employ Counsel you must pay for them your- 
self, whether you win or lose, and pay £20 into Court 
for leave to do so, things have been going from bad to 
worse. How it’s to end I don’t know. 
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AM I A FAILUEE? 

A DISCUSSION ON A QUESTION DECENTLY PROrOUNDED. 

Scene : A ^private room in the Dagmar Hotel, Time, 
I O. I 5 P.M. DraviatU jpersonm {all smoking and 
drinking according to taste) : JAMES JOHNSON, Bar- 
Tistcr-at-Lau\ Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas John- 
son, and the Key. William Johnson, Rector of 
Fendy-cu nt- Shingle, Canibridgeshire, 

Colonel Johnson. I don’t think I am a failure in 
life : I’ve never had a chance. What on earth is a man 
to do in a double-battalion regiment ? And yet I 
suppose I am a failure, too. First at Sandhurst, then 
at Chatham, then Aldershot, then all over the shop. 
I shall be put on the compulsory list before long, and 
droi) off' on my half-iiay. Of course I am a failure in 
life. Any man is a failure in life who can’t marry, 
and bring up his family, and kee]3 a dog-cart, and a 
pony carriage for liis wife. I can’t afford to keej) a 
wife, let alone the pony carriage. That is what comes 
of serving one’s country. I wish to Heaven, when we 
were out in India, I’d been quartermaster; I should 

R 



242 


SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 


Iiave saved money, and as soon as we came back I’d 
have sold out, and set up an hotel. 

Mil. James Johnson. Let us confine ourselves to the 
record. I myself am a dismal failure. I had every 
prospect at the Bar ; but my prospects have all 
vanished away into ])rospects, and remained such. 
Now, suppose we go through the questions. I will put 
them to myself. “ \jo I attribute my failure in life to 
drink ? ” Certainly not. I never drink more than a 
gentleiuan ought. “ To gambling i ” 1 never had as 

much as ten shillings on any event in my life, from the 
Derby down to a rubber of whist. Then he asks me 
“ if I am dislionest.” 1 wish I had him in the witness- 
box. Then he wants to know “ if 1 have unfortunate 
acquaintances.” Does he mean unfortunate for them, 
or unfortunate for me, or unfortunate for l>oth ? Clearly 
the fellow is boxing the compass. Look at his next 
piece of impertinence. “ Is my failure due to maniage, 
or is it due to single life ? ” Now, I wonder if he has 
ever read his rejected addresses. First he calls you the 
scum of the people, and then he calls you the dregs of 
the people. Take a basin of good, honest patriotic beef 
or mutton souj), and you will find the scum at the top 
and the dregs at the bottom. How, then, can you be 
both at once ? Then he wants to know “ if I am dis- 
inclined to work ; ” and then, “ if I ever lend or borrow.” 
Never did either, and for the best of reasons. Then, he 
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wants my views on politics, religion, and tobacco. A 
pretty good jumble that. Why didn’t he ask my views 
on the quadration of the circle, the millennium, and the 
Tichborne Claiuiant ? And look at this : Do I attri- 
bute my failure to general incapacity ? ” And then the 
last cpiestion of all. If I don’t attribute it to any of 
the causes lie has named, ‘‘ do 1 attribute it to any 
other cause?” If I took these tilings up before a 
Master as interrogatories, 1 sliould liave the wliole lot 
struck out in chambers as superfluous and scandalous.” 

IIev. AVti>lia:\i Johnson. I, too, am a failure in life. 
Jhit my failure can be easily accounted for. {Ydl of 
lumjhtcr fnmi kh two brothers,) A"es, I repeat it — easily 
accounted for. Karly in life, before my faculties were 
fully matured, the choice of a profession was thrust 
upon me. I chose tlie Church, and my abilities have 
been correspondingly cramped. What I want is a large 
held. Spurgeon and Ilaweis and men of that sort I 
regard as impostors. The times were never more ripe for 
a Loyola or a Savonarola. ]3ut if I dared to show what 
I feel is in me I should have the rural dean down ujion 
me in a minute. After him I should have the bishop. 
The jealousy that exists in the Cliurch is something 
•altogether too contemptible. 

Mn. James Johnson. Jealousy ! Jealousy is only 
family interest and family feeling, or personal interest 
und personal feeling, turned inside out like the thumb 

li 2 
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of a glove. No honest man is jealous of another. But 
what is the first word of your rogue ? “ I’m as good a 

man as he. Why shouldn’t I have his place ? ” And 
then your rogue actually goes on to argue himself into 
the belief that you have robbed him of the place in 
question, and ought to be punished for doing so. If 
you only knew how men will truckle and cringe and 
eat dirt for any kind of preferment ! We once had a 
very pious Chancellor. Bless him ! He taught in a 
Sunday-school. But he was a great man and an honest 
one. Men who ought to be ashamed of themselves for 
doing so used to go and tesicli in Ids Sunday-school, and 
say they did it for the love of the thing. And then he 
used to make them county court Judges, or shove them 
into some other office that they might eat a morsel of 
bread. 

llKV. AVilliam .Toiinson. I know the Lord Chancellor 
to whom you refer. He was very Low Church ; in fact, 
almost Calvinistic. So I can forgive him anything. 
If, he said to himself, 1 prefer Jones over Smith, it is 
but because 1 am a humble instrument iji the hands of 
Providence. But admitting that he sinned, he sinned 
according to the best of his lights. He really believed 
himself a servant of the true faith. Now, thc! J,ord 
Bishop of rutiiey was an ofleiider of quite a diflereut- 
.sort. I le did the trick openly. 

Mr. James Johnson. As how ? I never heard of the 
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■old fellow, for my part. He kept pretty clear of tlie 
■ecclesiastical courts, in wliich I have a fair practice, 
being, with all sulimission to the precious efficacy of 
y’our laying-on of hands, a much better theologian than 
yourself. 

Rev. WiLLiA^r Joiixson. Revile, dear brother, if you 
please. I shall not revile again. The llishop of 
Putney, whose I’alace is not many miles from that of 
Mr. Robert Twignall, of whom you perhaps may have 
heard, was blessed, like Job, with a large family, lie 
had thirteen daughters, ranging from Jemima and Kezia 
down to Kercn-happuch, and of varying shades and 
hues of ugliness. Had he been a curate in the country 
the girls must have starved or lived on cabbages, or 
gone out as governesses. Rut the Bishop of Putney 
has 1 50 livings in liis gift ; so he married the whole 
batch, and I am told that they make very excellent 
wives, and are models of domestic economy. 

Colonel Johnson. Thank Providence I put on the 
stiff choker, and not the white one. A pretty thing if 
you had to get on at the Horse Guards by marrying the 
adiutant-general’s or (luartermaster-general’s “ elderly, 
ugly daughter.” No, lads, I shall hold on till they 
retire me, shall leave with the rank of general, and 
look out for a nice widow. Lots of them about, I am 
told. I haven’t been president of the mess in my 
younger days for nothing. I can keep the household 
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accounts to a penny. And whatever I do, yon won’t 
find me at one of those infernal seaside places, half 
shingle and half mud, and with a floating poimlation of 
bill-discounters, garrison-backs, shopkeeiiers, and volun- 
teer ofliccrs. 1 sludl go somewhere inland, near a trout 
stream, grow my own cucumbers, keep my own pigs, 
and perhaps go in for roses or holJyliocks, or some such 
tomfoolery. Come and see me, and you shall always- 
have a leg of mutton and a good Ijottle of claret. And 
you shall see a wife kei^t in tliorough order. And wo 
will send over to the I’mbald Dragon for long clay 
pipes and tobacco. 

Me. James Johnson. I will attend the venue. 

IlEV. WiLLiAAf Johnson. I’ll come. If I don’t why 
{recollects himself, and conf/hs violoitli/). 

Me. James Johnson. Well, we are tliree failures. I 
don’t want to lie irreverent, dear brotliei’ William, but 
there’s luck, you old Pilot, in odd numbers, and when 
three failures meet the result is likely to bo a success. 

IIev. WiLLiAM Johnson, {liyhtiny a long clay at the 
candid). Your sentiments are sensible, although a trifle 
profane. I wish J could burn all churchwardens as 
easily and pleasantly sis I light this one. But, alas ! 
the terrible spread of modern heresies has left us no 
short and ready way of dealing with recalcitrants. 

Mr. James Johnson. Or with solicitors who won’t 
pay their fees. 
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Colonel Johnson (savagely). Or with the young prigs 
who join now-a-days, and can neither ride straight, nor 
run fair, nor look you in the face, nor take their whack 
after mess, and who think themselves Napoleons because 
they have passed a competitive examination. Fellows 
who have an harmonium in tlieir quarters, and drink 
tea at five o’clock, and — (lierc the Colonel becomes in- 
coherent) and bring the service to the devil, sir, all 
round. (Snorts for breath) 

Eev. William Johnson. Send them to me, and let 
me point out to them the error of their ways. 

Mil iTamks Johnson. And let me do something or 
other — well (begging your pardon, my dear brother), 
pass sentence upon them afterwards. What did the 
learned Eecorder of Mudborough say ? “ Prisoner, God, 

in His infinite goodness, has given you health and 
strength, instead of which you go about stealing ducks.” 

Colonel J ohnson. And so they would, if they had 
the chance. It’s all owing to the infernal Eadicals. 
Come round to the Junior, and let’s finish the evening. 
Don’t look grumpy, Parson : Windmill Street has been 
shut for years. 
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“VESTIGIA NULLA KETRORSUM.” 

From Mrs. Shuilysidc, Grand Hold, Paris, io Lady 
Sparkler, Post Office, Pumpton Spa, Loamshirr, 
England. 

January 20, 1886. 

My dearest Faustine. — I write to you more in 
sorrow than in anger, because I am sure tliat your 
extraordinary behaviour is less owing to any deliberate 
intention of hurting my feelings than to the presence of 
that (“loose screw”) which I have often told yoie existed 
in your pretty little golden noddle. 

In your last letter to me you said you had enjoyed 
your six weeks at Monte Carlo quite too much, and that 
your little card parties after the “rooms” were closed 
had been singularly successful. Moreover, you told me 
tliat you were bound for Paris, where you loo^dd await 
me, and that you and I cquld secure the appicertement. 
Avenue Marigny, or something like it, and work the 
same little game that was so profitahle last seasop. 

Lastly, you said that Prince Pouschkine was desoU 
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at your departure, and he was certain to follow you to 
Paris before long. 

Now I am here. Pouschkine is here. Put where,- 
oh where, are you ? I find that “ Ladi Sj)arrr-klerrr did 
descend ’ere, and ’ave refer all communications to I*oste 
Eestante, Pumpton Spa.” 

Where and wliat is 1 ’umpton Spa ? and what on 
earth are you doing there, of all people in the world ? 

Answer these (piestions hy rdurn of imt, and for 
Heaven’s sake come back as soon as possible to 
Yours distractedly and devotedly, 

LAUltA SlIADYSIDE. 


From Mrs. Milford, Lahurnnm Lodge, Church Food, 
Pumpton to Mrs. Shadysidc, Grand Hotel, 

Paris. 

Felruarij i, 1886, 

I )Ai{LiN(; Lauua, — First and foremost, to explain why 
I gave my address here at the Post Office — simply 
because I am no longer “ Lady Sparkler.” I left her on 
the road, somewhere, I suj)pose. In plain language, I 
am passing by my maiden name, and have dropped my 
baptismal name (which certainly can hardly be called 
Christian)-, and therefore am now “Mrs. Frances Milford, 
widow of the L’ev. John Milford.” Tlie liev. John was 
my brother, but he died many years ago, so that don’t 
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matter. Now, for ji^oodiiess’ sake, don’t make a mistake. 
From liencefortli, 7l/rs. Milford to you and everybody else. 

Secondly, to explain why I’ve not kept my promise 
to you — why I am hero. And that is a much more 
dihicult task, l)e(au8e, when you know the reason, Tin 
sure you will lau^Li;h yourself into fits, and you know 
how I hafr being laughed at. 

l\\ better take the plunge at once. I am utterly 
sick of my past life. Although, as I said, T was tm 
rnue at ]\lonte Carlo, and had every jirospect of most 
satisfactorily fleecing that stupid idiot, old Pouschkine, 
I doidt know wliat came over me. 1 took the whole 
business en An indescribable longing came over 

mo to drop the mask once and for all — to find rest — to 
retire to some place where I could live respectably and 
respectc^d. 

Pesides (now you v:ill laugh) at Marseilles, a middle- 
aged couple, with two handsome boys and a lovely 
little girl, got into m y carriage. At first I was naturally 
disgusted ; but lieforc long they were so friendly to me, 
that 1 took a strange liking to them, and they were so 
loving to each other tliat I envied, them — yes, envied 
them like I never envied man or woman before. And 
that’s saying a good deal ! 1 cnuld not help thinking 

to myself : '' When I am middle-aged shall I be happy 
as are these very ordinary people ? 1 have forfeited my 

right to a happy home. What man worth having 
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would marry tlio divorcee, in sucli a divorce case as 
mine was ? And in a few years my age will have lost 
me even the admiration which was tlie hreath of my 
life, and will frigditen away the dopes wlio once left 
their money on my card tables.” Well, darling, to cut 
it sliort, 1 determined to go in for respectability. So I 
had rnv "oldon locks dved a delicate, brown, invested 
in a full widow’s outiit, and came down here, as the 
most reputable place 1 could think of. I have taken a 
furnished cottage close by a church of the “ lowest 
type,” have been called u]>on by the vicai’, who has 
enrolled me already on the list of his “workers,” and 1 
ex})ect to live in the odcnir of sanctity, on the allowance 
2 )oor Sir Henry has to make me. So no more for soriie 
time from 

Your reformed friend, 

F. S. 

(Frances Milford.) 

1*.S. — 1 forgot to say that I have made the accpiaint- 
ance of old Lady Throwstone. We met in the Pumj) 
lioom, and 1 accepted a tract from her with much 
gratitude. It was called “ High-heeled Shoes for 
Dwarfs in Faith.” She has taken quite a fancy to me, 
and now we go out tract distributing together. A good 
beginning, isn’t it ? 



.252 


SOCIAL VICISSITUDES. 


From Mra. Milford, Tire Dcmitry, C(tnonhrulgc,MarUshire, 
to Mm. Shadysidc, Grand Hotel, Paris. 

, March I, 1886 . 

Deakest, — You will be surprised to see a fresli 
address, but, alas! I’ve left rumpton Spa, or rather 
I’ve hud to leave it. AVc had organized a Grand 
Teiuperance Festival in the Town Hall. We charitalde 
ladies had arranged to act as waitresses. Old Lady 
Throwstoiie’s son. Lord Ladstock, the lievival preaclier, 
and his wife, caiiie down from London for the occasion. 
The feast was prepared when Jiord and Lady Ladstock 
appeared. Of course, the old Countess introduced Mrs. 
]\lilford as her co-worker, her right hand, qtic snis-jc ? 
AYho <lo you think Lady Ladstoclc turned out to be ? 
Why, Miss .Tawle\', daughter of the M.l*. wlio used to 
come to us in I'ark Lane when Sir Henry gave his 
polititul parties ! “ I thiidc 1 used to meet this ladyf 

said Lady Badstock, “before she was divorced froiu^KW 
Sir .Henry Sparkler!” 

[Tableau. — Ft il m’a fedht 2 dicr hayyage. 

But I am Tiot to be beaten. 1 made friends with the 
daughter of the Dean of Canonbridge at the hotel in 
London when I arrived from Paris, so I fully deter- 
mined to see what I could do on the strength of it. 
Need 1 say that before 1 had been two hours in Canon- 
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bridge I was lunching at the Deanery, and on my 
stating iny intention of looking out for a little home 
near the Cathedral,” liad received an invitation to stay 
with the sweet girl until I could get settled. As you 
know, T am wonderfully successful with old men, and 
the Dean likes me very juueh, I fancy. Also my 
Church views, wliich are now strictly orthodox and 
catlicdrally ; also my voice, which has won me an 
invitation to sing ‘'Angels ever briglit and fair,” at the 
approaching diocesan charities crmcert. 

Yours triumjdiantly, 

F. S. 

(Frances IMilford.) 

F.S. — 1 think Fm pretty safe. Canonbridge is onlij 
tliree hundred and fifty miles from Pumpton S])a ! 

Frort} Milford, 7 Marine Parade, Didlton-on-Sca , 

to Slaidijsidc, 281 Avenue Marigny, ChcDUps 

-ParU, 

A]yril T, 1S86. 

My sweet Laeiov, — La femwe projwsc, Ic Dwhle di^- 
2mc ! Another change of address ! Surlt. is scandal ! 

The Dean gave a grand luncheon before the concert 
1 mentioned in my last. Wliile wo ^vcJ•o waiting for 
the latest arrivals, he introduced the Pisliop's daughter 
to me, with whom I need scarcely say I speedily made 
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friends. Slie had only just confided to me tlie fact tliat 
slic was engaged to such a nice man, when the door 
opened, and she whispered : there ho is 1 Of course 
lie juade for lier as soon as he could, and 'ivlw do you 
think it was ? Sir ITvnry Sp(irlir.r / / / 

lie dragged lier away from me, denounced me to the 
Dean ; I fainted — succession of tableaux ! 

l>ut I fciU notin' beaten. T left an address in London, 
wliere I staj^ed for a week to plan (uit a fresh campaign. 
Linally, I decided upon tliis place, wliicli is aristocrati- 
cally and ritualistically minded. 

In another week my liberal donations and distinct 
vocation had decided tlu‘ Adcar of St. Ethelfreda’s to 
enrol me among tlie sisterliood attached to his cliurcli. 
In that capacity I have already made inany useful 
friends, notably tlie A^iscountess IJcredos. 

It may interest you to hear that I look very nice in 
my nun’s costume, and niterUj nn/mutynisahlr, 

A\)urs very angularly, 

F. S. 

(Sister Frances.) 

I\S. — Lady Eeredos has just called to ask me to hold 
a stall with lier at the Ikizaar on the 6th. Illumina- 
tions, Catholic literature, and ornaments. 

r.r.S. — Thanks for your note just forwarded to me 
from town. It’s no use whatever tempting me to join 
you in the Avenue Marigny. I’m settled at last. 
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Telegram from Lady Sparldcr, I)idlton-on-Sca, to 
SliadgmdCy Pari>>, 

April 6, 1 886, 6 r.M. 

Will be with you to-morrow night. Count Lansque- 
net recognized tlie nun at llazaar. Lady Tteredos in 
convulsions. Cencral cut. Have su])per ready. In- 
vite IV>usc]ikine. / \yjuc la galcre. 
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THE CLEHICAL ELEMENT. 

From Miss Goltljiclcl, 32 Hantton Square^ FTF, to the 
Iter, ('harles Jones, yFstha^talats, (Jlerqq ITovse, 
Mamh ester. 

May 3, 1885. 

Deau Fattier Euehemistus, — You were good ciioiigli 
to tell me, wlien I last unburdened iny soul to you, 
tbat even from tlie vortex of giddy fashion 1 iniglit 
iippeal to you in any dillicult or delicate case of con- 
science. 

Oil! how thankful we poor weak women ought to be 
for the revival of the celibate i)riesthood in tlie Cliurcli 
of England ! JIow could 1 go to Mr. Grafton, at Cbdd- 
iicld Court, or to the lion, and Eev. ChTinville Eadminton, 
our vicar hcire, witli the tale of my troulies, without 
feeling, hnowintf that it would Umt rery niylU be poured 
into the too- willing cars of tlieir horrid wires t Never 1 
r liave thivS morning received an offer of marriage — a 
most advantageous one, as far as I can see. It is from 
Lord Tertullian, an Irish Peer, Init an M/P. He is 
already Under Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, 
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altliough only forty. Jlis appearance is agreeable, and 
his income ample. AVith my fortune (and me) to help 
him on, he could reach any j)osition, I am sure. I am 
much inclined towards him, but 1 will abide by your 
decision. Always, dear Fatlier Eupliemistus, 

Your faithful daughter, 

Axxiii Goldfield. 

IhS. — I liave had another hdter from my cousin, ]>oh 
Crasher, tlui ])arrister. He assures m(‘- that my con- 
tinued refusal to son him will tlrive him into evil 
courses, roor h;llow ! So liandsome, too. If he only 

had religion, I miglit But I will remember your 

advice. 


/^ro77f. the C/iarks Si. uEdliwicda s, to 

Miss GoJdJidd, London, 

May 4, 18S5. 

My deae l)Ai 7 GHTEn, — My sacred duties are just now 
])ressing so heavily upon me that I must condense ]ny 
answer to your very important letter into a line or two. 
I could not sanction your union with Lord Tertullian 
(advantageous tliough it may seem) consistently with 
my duty towards you and your Eternal Interests. 

The engrossing nature of political life, and the addi- 
tional load of worldly cares whicli it would involve, 
would incapacitate you from devoting yourself (as even 

s 
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n inarrlcd wcmum should) to tlio furtherance of the 
Cause in this benighted country. 

Jlesidcs, lie is /<??■ too old to prove a helpmeet for you, 
only twenty-two as you are, and possessed of unusual 
feminine attractions. 

Think no more of him, dear cliild. 

Yours (in religion) all'ectionately, 

Eri’iiivMisTrs, O.S.X. 

P.S. — The Oratory at (ioldtield ( 'ourt is ajiproaeliing 
completion. 

I’.P.R. — Your cousin is a snare of the Devil. 


From Goldjie/d, Lojidou, to the Her. ('h((rlrs Jourr, 
St. ylmthatahCx. 

June 2, 1S85. 

Dkau Eatjiek Eli-hemistus, — Again 1 have to cnu- 
sult you upon my settlement in life. Captain de Ear, 
of the 5tli (Ouecu’s ;^^usketeers; Dragoons, wiiose 
father’s estate is only seven miles from (Joldhcdd Court, 
has asked me to marry him. JIc is vcrii good-looking, 
and the uniform is (]uite too exquisitely lovely. 1 tliink 
I should be happy with him. What do you advise 'i 
I am sorry to say that 1 could not attend the High 
Celebration on the Eeast of 8t. /Estluetala, as my aunt 
insisted upon my accom2)anying her to the Eirst Meet 
of the Eour-in-Hand Club. 
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I was riglit, was I not, dear Father, to deny myself 
.and obey my aunt ( 

faithful daughter, 

Annie (Joldfield. 

r.S. — Do let me speak (if only a word) to poor 
liobby, dear Director. I saw him in the l*ark this 
jnorniiig; and he looked .so wliite and wretched. 


From the. Rcc. (liarlr^^ rTotn's, Sf, MJdho'Uditu, to 

J/cs.s (Johlfu’liJ, Jjhtdoii, 

Jliiic 3 , 1 88 5 . 

i\Iv DEAit Cjiilo, — I mmersed a.s 1 am in my sacred 
duties, 1 seize, my pen to exprc>ss my strong disapproval 
of (Ja])tain de liar’s candidature. A dragoon united 
to a faitliful daugliter of Holy Church ‘i ilonstrous 
alliance! You must dismiss him from your thouglits, 
my daughter ; and await the time when a more iitting 
mate shall present himself. 

As to your cousin, 1 cannot, so long as I liave tlie 
<'l\arge of your conscience, consent to your liolding tlie 
.slightest communication witli him. He lias forfeited 
all claim to your esteem by his wicked threat of 
plunging into evil courses.” Alas ! no doubt lie is 
.already wallowing deep in the mire ! 

Yours (in religion) very allectionately, 

FnaiEMiSTi'S, O.S.X. 


s 2 
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p.S. — Your Oratory is now complete. Yesterday I 
consecrated it with the utmost pomp. It sliould liave 
hecn done by a Bishop, 1 know ; but some day 1 f<;d 
that I shall be called to the Episcopate, and my func- 
tions will, of course, act retrospectively. 

I’.r.S. — Ah, my daughter, you should have been hen’. 
on the Ecast of St. A'lstluctala ! We used incense for 
the fird (the best), and the High Altar was one 
Itlaze of wax candles ! 

From Mina Guhljldd, Yacht “ Caarfi, to the 

Fcv. (Italics Jones, tSt. yEsthaialtis. 

A'iujnd lo, 1S85. 

One lino in haste, dear father, as we are just sending 
oir our mail-bag, to tell you that Lieutenant Kay, K.lS'., 
has made me an offer. He is only twenty-eight, is 
delidously good-looking, is ready to give u]) the Navy, 
and has lately come into jCioo,000 under his uncle's 
will. 

Should I not be acting wisely to accept him ? 

Your faithful daughter, 

Axxjk 

r.S. — I have to confess that T broke your rule aliout 
Bol)by to-day ; but I am sure j’ou will forgive me when 
1 tell you that I met him on Kyde I’ier this morning, 
being wheeled about in a Bath-chair, and looking dread- 
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fully ill. All that i^asscd was this. I said : "'I am 
more than sorry to see you looking so ill.’' And lie 
said : “ Thank you, Annie dear. 1 love you. Go on, 
Jacol) ! ” And he left me there. 


From (he Jlcr, (■harlc^ Jonrs^ ^Esihcvialas, to 
Miss (loUIJu’hl^ (Jo tecs, 

Aiicjnst II, 1885. 

i\lY i)EAU?:sT DAUcniTEii, — Altlumgh my sacred duties 
ure now more than usually onerous, I write to say that a 
marriage witJi one wlio, as a sailor, has passed the host 
years of his life in treading the paths of debauchery 
and reckless adventure, is wholly out of the ([uestion 
for you. Tliink no more of Lieutenant llay, dear 
daughter. 

O 

Your conversation with your cousin Itobert was a 
distinct infraction of tlie rule 1 have laid down for you. 
It must not occur again. Do not believe in the illness 
which tempted you to address this adventurer. It was 
put oil to excite your pity. It is not you this man 
loves, but your money. 

I j)ositivcly forbid you to speak to him again. 

Yours (in religion) most affectionately, 

EuriiEmsTus, O.S.X. 

P.S. — The account for your Oratory comes to 
£ 7 Z 9 05 - improvements it has been your 
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privilege to unilertake at St. Asthaitala’.s come to 
;Ci 093 17.S. 2 ( 1 ., so that (including your subscription of 
.^100 towards the working expenses) the total amounts- 
to 1932 17.'?. 9 If/. So you may send me a cheipie for 
that sum. 


Tt'liyiraw from Her. Chiirlcs Jonex, MiinAn'Mcr, to 
Miss GoUlJldA, Coins. 

Avijusl 15, 1885. 

Cheque duly received and caslied. It is not only Ave 
who thank you, but the whole Church. 


From Miss OohJf dil, Pier Hotel, Iti/de, to the Item. CJmrlcs- 
Jones, Ft. JEstlwddUd s. 

Avgust 23, 1885. 

Dear Mu. .Tones, — I have received your letter of the- 
2 1st, informing me that you are willing to break your 
rule of celi])acy in my favour. 

\'ou assert that your sole object is “ to save me from 
the advances of unsuitable admirers, as well as from the- 
designs of low adventurers, and to retain me under the 
inriuence of Holy Church.” 

You may set your mind at rest about “ the unsuitable 
admirers.” They were very nice, but I have sent them 
all to the right about. 
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As for tlie low adventurer/* I liappeii to bo sitting 
])y his bedside with liis mother, and 1 am going to marry 
him as soon as he is well again. That will be, I fondly 
liope, in al)out a month. Under these circumstances, 
however desirable it may seem to keep a j^rivate chap- 
lain at Goldfield Court, and to go to confession to one’s 
husl)aiid, T am under the necessity of regretfully declin- 
ing your flattering otter. 

I remain, 

Uaithfully yours, 

Annie (Joldfield. 

P.S. — Bobby wishes me to say that, after a careful 
and impartial consideration of your letters to me, he 
has come to the conclusion that you are the most dis- 
interested man he ever heard of. 
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“KILLING NO MURDER” 

A EEVISED VEKSION. 

From Merculcff tSuouls, Fsq., 31*"* Ammc dcs Champs 
Flpsi'cs, Paris, io John, Itobinson, I'Pq., lO Ploialni 
.Buihliiifjs, Tnnplr, London. 

January 28, 1885. 

Deaij Old ]\ 1 ax, — You ask me in your last letter 
why I liave not wi'ittcn to you since you left us to 
resume your legal avocations ; and you suggest that 1 
liavc probably got tired of the ]>lacid amenities of 
hoarding-house existence to which you introduced me, 
and which wc found so ])leasaut in each other’s 
company, and tliat 1 am now “ wallowing in a vortex 
of gilded depravity.” My friend, you ought to know 
by this time that 1 have sown my wild oats ; that my 
“ wallowing ” days are over ; tliat (though 1 am still 
quite young, thanks be !) my ambition, and my tastes 
lie in the direction of a happy English home, where, 
in the shade of my own vine and fig-tree, 1 could 
cherish a wife of my bosom, and, by a judicious course 
of hospitality and a consistent advocacy of the principles 
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of the liritisli Constitution, 1 might pave tlie way to a 
successful candidature for the House of Coininons. 

No, my friend ; things are not wliat they seem. 
Your Hercules, though despondent, is immaciilaie ; 
and wlieii you have heard my sad case you will give 
me your sym}>athy, not your blame. In a word, I am 
in love ; and I have been cruelly treated by the object 
of my affections. 

The very day after you left, she Hashed upon my 
admiring gaze as J took my accustomed place at our 
tabhi tVIidte. 

She was a widow, hardly thirty, 1 should think. You 
know I have never entertained the popular and insane 
prejudice against widows which .1 hear so constantly 
expressed. There is a comfortableness in intercourse 
with a pretty widow which 1 lind lacking in the 
spinster. They may be looking out for a second mate ; 
but they are not sighing for heroes of romance ; they 
are seeking a sensiljle, gentlemanlike man of suitable 
age and position. 1 am just the man they like to deal 
with. 

My income of ^^4000 a year places me above any 
suspicion of being actuated by mercenary motives ; my 
varied experience of the world, robust healtli, and 
genial temperament render me (1 can say it without 
vanity) a desirable companion. 

Well, this lady has golden hair, a child's face, 
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innocent blue eye?, and a fine figure of her own. She 
wears, liabitualiy, many diamonds. I was much 
strudv. 

‘‘ i\Ii.ss »1o1nison/VI could not liel]) remarking to our 
worthy hostess, in a wliisper, “ what a very charming 
woman ! Wliat an ac(|uisition to our circle ! ” 

‘"Ah, Mr. Snooks!’’ she ro] died, licking lier li])s as 
though she relished the llavour of so much outward 
and visible wealth, ‘‘ y^^^^ I’ight there. Slu? is 

immensely wealthy. Who is she ( ^Vhy, i\Irs. 
Jhidvine, widow of Pinlvine and Co., th(? larg(*st 
firm of fax spinners in L(?eds. And that means 
millions ! 

T do not say for a moment that this information did 
not somewliat strengthen the attraction wliich the 
lovely creature already possessed for me. Ihit I was 
already in love — in love at first sight. 

For .three happy weeks I enjoyed the privilege of 
escorting Mrs. Jhulvine almost wlierever she went. 
Slie was, as it were, rny Mrs. Pudx ine ! Arabella — it 
was a blissful time 1 She liked going about Paris, 
(juite regardless of expense, which ])roved to me how 
fully ac('iistomed she was to a life of regal magniticeiice ; 
boxes at the theatres, drags to Chantilly, flowers of the 
costliest nature. Ihit, naturally enough, 1 was not 
going to allow her to share the expense, as she 
generously ofiered to do. I leaved her ! 
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One evening I sat down next her, as nsual, at tlie 
tiihle d’hote, fully determined to risk a proposal that 
very niglit. Opposite jue, I noticed, for the first time, 
a man of remarlcable appearance — a military-looking 
foreigner, not much under fifty: coal-black hair and 
moustaehe, l)Otli voluminous ; fierce black eyes, clean 
cut features, an air of conscious superiority. He, too, 
wore many diamonds. }hit he also wore a multi- 
coloured rosette in liis button-hole, which scored many 
points in liis favour ; for any moneyed snob can 
purcliase jewels, Init honorific distinctions are not for 
tlie vulgar herd. 

He immediately engaged Mrs. Pudvine in conversa- 
tion, and continued liis success in the drawdng-room 
after dinner. 1 cannot disguise the fact — he com- 
pletely cut me out, and on my own ground too. 

Then 1 went up to jMiss dohnson, and asked her who 
this obnoxious personage might lie. 

‘'Ah, aMr. Snooks!” she replied, again licking her 
thin lips as when she described Mrs. Pudvine ; “ Quite 
an acipiisition, I assure you 1 He is the Marquis de la 
Piafouade. He invested his money ten years ago in a 
large estate in r>razil ; and he was fortunate enough to 
discover a diamond mine there. x\nd that means 
millions ! ” 

1 need say no more. You will already have guessed 
the sequel. How the Marquis at once appropriated 
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lay widow (I almost wish she iccre “ my widow,” and I 
in my silent tomb) ; how she allowed herself to be torn 
from my company, and to be entertained by my rival 
at a big dinner at the Contimnital ; how he is spending 
his money upon her even more lavishly than I should 
care to do ! 

As soon as 1 get the chance of speaking to her in 
private 1 shall jiropose. If she accepts me (no doubt 
she is only ilirting w'ith the Marcpiis to bring '/ite 'to the 
point), I shall be the happiest of men! If not, you 
may e.\i)ect me in London by the nest mail. 

Your distracted Friend, 

IIf.kculks Snooks. 

I must say for /j Ivi that he spends his money like 
water. Cham])agn(! all round again last night. We 
sat down twenty-seven to dinner ! 

2 <•.(.<; ram from U. Ejiooh'i, J’aris, to J. liobiiisoii, London, 

January 23, 1885, 4.50 v . m . 

Have just h.ad interview with A. I'. Have received 
considerate but decided refusal. Shall leave for Londoi 
by to-night’s mail. I’lcase call round at Langhan 
Hotel to-morrow between nine and ten. Wish t< 
confer with you as to selling estates and settling ii 
Central Africa. Cannot trust myself in Europe unti 
1 feel less irritation against impertinent foreigner. 
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Irom the Mrrnjim (te ta Bafoitade, 31^'*'’ Avenue dcs 
Chaiiip}^ to Mrs. Ihulvinc, do, do, 

Jamiarif 24, 18S5. 

IMada.mk, — I f I liad consulted iiiy heart, I should not 
]iave eoiujuitted the avowal of niy sentiments with 
regard to you to the unsynipathetie medium of pen,, 
inlc, and paper, lint there are ccatain matters upon 
which it is necessary you should clearly understand 
my intentions, and whicli the delicacy of my iiature 
])]‘efers to commit to writing. In any conversation 
hetween us there should he nothing to l)e discussed 
hut a love as pure as passionate. 

IMadamo, 1 love you. That you know already, J am 
very sure. lUit T liave the honour hereby to a]>])roacli 
your fair feet with the object of formally offei'ing you 
my rank, my wealth, my hand, and my heart. 

Your position ] daces yon naturally above being 
tempted by such a consideration; but it is my inten- 
tion, if you acc*ept my ofier, to settle u])on you abso- 
lutely and unreservedly all I possess, as w^cll in tlie 
llrazils as elsewhere. 

From you I expect nothing; I even hope for nothing 
— except your lovex 

Deign, Madame, to accept the assurance of Iny 
devotion the most perfect. 

Marquis de la Bafouade. 
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From Mrs. ricdrine to the Marejuis dc la Bafouadc, 

January 25, 1885. 

Mv DEAR ]\Iakquis, — Tile letter wliicli you liandcd 
iric last ui<^dit as 1 was retiring to rest does equal 
honour to your liead and your heart. 

I shall be happy (nay, proud) to entrust my young 
life to tlie charge of such a luaii as yourself. 

What you i)ro])ose as to settlements is generosity 
itself! Although I may not come to you with quite, so 
much wealth as you have at cojiimand, you will find 
tliat I <am a good manager, and that J shall take care 
to ])rove to your friends that you have married a 
woman who is not unsuited to the rank you have 
ollered her. 

1 shall he in the salon at twelve o’clock* Until tlien, 
believe Jiie to be, 

Yours always, 

llELLA. 

Frtract frouo “ ihd lyna/tdCs Mcss('n(jci\^ February 25, 

1885. 

Yesterday morning tlie JMarcpiis de la llaiouade led 
to the hymeneal altar Arabella, wid(nv of the late 
Thomas Pudvine, of Leeds, England. The wedding 
took place at the English Church, Eue Marba3uf; and 
tliough, at tlie lady’s express desire, it was a very quiet 
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one, tlie l>ride\s costume, diamonds, and remarkable 
beauty wore the eynu.sure of every eye tliat was ])Ti\ i- 
Ic^ued to witness tlie interesting eeremoiiy. It is 
rumonnMl tliat this was not only the alliance of two 
hearts, but also of two colossal fortunes ; and that the 
cJiarmiijg Alanjuise intends, next season, to show our 
Ifrmu} ju^cktdi how royally she can k(^ep ojien house 
u((hav. rn plnjie llipo.hl[mn\ After the (/([j(‘inicr dc. 
rujiiciu' at the (Joiriineiital, the liappy (jouple started 
for th(i Isle of AViglit, where they ])urj)ose sjiending 
the hoiieynioon jirior to returning to Loudon for the 
season. 


Ftxuih the di' lit ]hijinf((d(\ dcHCiXil 

St. lid ^ to the Jld/xjuisc dv Jhijhnadc^ 

A'liihiissddorH Hold, S. JF. 

Mmj 2, i 885, 

Maoamk \jA AIarquisk, — I vnowing what you do about 
yourself, you will not be surprised to hear that, when I 
left the hotel and you this morning, ! left both without 
the remotest intention of returning to either. 

Until last Iriday, I fully believed tliat you were 
what you represented yourself to be — a millionaire. 
Under that imjivession I niarried you ; and under iliat 
im]>ression I have spent upon your worthless person 
X1300 of my hardly-earned gains at ecarti*. You 



272 


SOCIAL VICISSITUDES, 


were more clever ; you kept all your ready money in 
your pocket. 

l>ut when, after ]>uttin*j; off so persistently my tender 
iiKpiirics about your fortune, you positively refused to 
allow me to aeeompaiiy you to your solicitor’s ” last 
Triday, and, upon ray insisting, preferred ” not to go 
at all, I began to smell a rat. 

Naturally enoiigb, I employed a detective. 

Itcsult — that tbere are two Mrs. Pudvines of Leeds 
now living, onoi^. widows. One was the wife of a 
])ubliean in Lriggate, raid is now iiiij wife — that’s you, 
1 ’lie other was the wife of a millionaire, and is now tlui 
Ab'scounte.ss Piatiler — cc^^t vno dvtrc affdirc ! 

Well, I made a inistake. Jlaving won ^2000 hard 
cash one night, 1 determined to turn respectable, and 
iin'cst it in hooking a big matrimonial lish. And for 
once 1 overreached myself. 

fine comfort is, that you will have to pay the hotel 
bill, which 1 believe is rather heavy. Another is, tlait 
T found you out in time, and lum^ still a hundred or 
two left to start again with. 

The heavy liunks that belong to me will sell fur 
something; they iiro good solid Icatlier. So also will 
the Hour-bags with wliich they are filled. So you can’t 
say that I left you entirely without rc‘.sources. 

Of course, I took the precaution to remove my own 
personal effects 2^ctit a i)dit. You remember how often 
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1113’ poor ''tailor” liad to call last week with iny "new 
niiiforins,” wliich licvcr were “(j[uite a lit!” 

lleceive luy blessing, and believe me to bo, 

Y"our nn fortunate husband, 

IVIauquis ])E la Bafouade. 

Its. — ■IJeeollect tlint if /have swindled jfon have 

swindled y/a*. Besides, if you do put the police on my 
track, I defy them to recognise me as I am dressed 
now. Yfy own mother wouldn’t know me ! 

fir'.. Mrr‘ials.) d'- h(. BjfowrJr^ Anifni^mdors IToicl^ 
F. lit, fr IL'rrid'''< SjLOfj/c^^ JI(dl, Ahiiiffdoii^ 

Miy 2, i 885« 

ilv OLAUEST Mu. Snooks, — I write to you in despair, 
Yly liu.sl)aud (the su])])Osed millionaire) has turned out 
to be not only an adventurer, but a coninion ^winAlcr. 

After medving iiie pay for cvcrjjtliuKj we liave had 
until the i)resent day — after losing iho vpltoU of my Jurpo 
forfunc at tlie gamUiivj table — ^lie has Jled the country^ 
lie has left me here ndikoat a 'penny. Our bill liere is 
very nearly one liumlrcd ami fifty ponmU. 

Yon loved me once. Need I say more ? lhay, ^ra// 
come up hy the, next to rescue me from this fearfiiL 
position. Delay would he fatal. If you are here to- 

T 
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njorrow all may yet be well. If not — tlie exposure- 
will Ull 

Your weeping, 

Akaiiei.la. 

P.S. — Pool lliat I was to entrust iny alt to him, on 
the faith of liis “Brazilian estates!’’ /ho/, tool that I 
was, to rejeet tlie love of the best, the dearest, the most 
r('i< 2 )rctal)lc of men, /toarrer tempting might liave been, 
the prospect of coairrUitfj fJir poor hcalhai no/rocs iv 
JlrazU ! 

From Hercules Svoolo% TLq., to ihr Mtrnjvmc dr la 
liafovadc, 

M<nj 3, 1S85. 

Mv DEAU Maiu, — A' oiir letter just received lias 
shocked me lieyoiul the power of words to express. In 
order to relieve your present trouble, and to enable you 
to tide over until your friends can take you in, T forward 
a draft (uncrossed) for £sco by the hands of a trusty 
servant. 

To do this, I shall have to give up many luxuries ; 
for, although I am j>7r//// vrll oJJ] 1 have, alas ! no estates 
in Era;^il to fall back upon. Eut I act as my heart 
(which Heeds for you) dictates. 

I must, however, abstain from coming to see you. 
My princiides are (thank Heaven !) stronger than iny 
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inclination. I must refrain from oxjDOsing myself to 
your fatal fascinations, as long as you arc the 'ivcddcd 
wife of another / 

Yours iu sorrow, but always truly, 

IlEiiciTLEs Snooks. 

From Miss Priscilhf Holder, Marali Lodge, Leamington, 
to the ILinee DuUah JJaJfoo Ahd, Temperance Hold, 
J oh n St) ret, Iwa )n i n gfo n . 

Jannovy 10, 1886. 

Dkai: PiUNi^E AND Fkli.ow-woukek, — For three days 
and three nights I have prayerfully considered your 
])roposal of a matrimonial union between us. I have, 
moreover, weighed, from a more worldly ])oint of view, 
the arguments for and against such a step. 

The disadvantages are obvious, I am a good deal 
older than you ; your eomjdexion is (to say the least) 
swarthy, and, according to your own confession, you are 
not Idesscd witli a fixed income. 

Ihit your fervid cloipience in pleading tlie cause of 
the Abyssinian mission for the conversion of the 
benighted lieathen of the Soudan ; the testimony iu 
your behalf of the ministers of my denomination ; our 
common Christianity; and your royal rank; all are i 11 
your favour. I yearn to be labouring in the Soudan. 
Tlic ^100,000 I possess does much in England; what 
would it not accomplish in the Soudan ? 
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Therefore, as T could not carry out my missiouary 
vocation, exc(?pt as your wife, T consent to many you, 
and to entrust to your care my liappiness and my 
fortune. 

Your atta(‘Iied Friend, 

rmsJULiA How Linn 

(lie ]\I(iT(p( (liy ](*■ (nh\ 1091 Jli’ll fiiilTtlli’ 

lift'd, HC.j la the ilc. hi- Jj(fJ oHfdl c , 31 Ce(i‘' 

llxd, ]k(]i.w:atci\ W. 

Idniutru IT, 1886. 

]\Iv DEAUUST AYjfe, — E ver since I left you I have 
heeii wretclied. ^risfortunes have crowded upon me. 

T have sullercd agonies of remorse. ISly life is a l)urden 
to me. 

1 hear you are very poor. No doul)t tlie preceding 
paragrajih applies equally to you. 

If, lluvii, your life is a burden to yotf., as it is to ■at" (1 
mean, of course, as viijic is to me), join me liere to-mor- 
row. This is my plan. 

T liave purchased a iMottIc of laudanum. On your 
side, do you the s:imc. 

We will dine together, comfortably, and for the last 
time, in my little room. Then comfortably, and for tlie 
last time, we will retire to the conjugal couch. 

And then, we will mutually forgive each other all our 
sins, drink off our respective bottles of laudanum, and 
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luect a peaceful and 2 )ainless death in eacli oilier s arms. 
"Waxlict : — Overdose of opiate. 

If this suggestion smiles upon you, reply (if your 
means permit) by telegram. I ^vill then jiroceed to 
order a succulent repast — for the last time ! 

1 liave Ijouglit an ounce-bottle to make sure. You 
had better do t]i<_; same. /, at all events, would not 
expose yon, dearest, to the dujhfcd chance of awaking 
aloac in the next world. 

Your airectionate llusliand, 

MaUQUIS DK la BArOUAOK. 


Telegram frohi the Mavtiuisc to the Marcjuis. 

JiLuvary 12, 18S6, 9 10 \.m. 

Letter just received, reposal most sympathetic to 
my state of mind. Agree joyfully. Will purchase 
necessary immediately. With you at seven to-night. 

EAravt from “ The Daily Telegraph f February 21 , 

1886. 

IMiDDLESEX Skssiqns, Tebriuiry 20. 

(Before the Assistant- Judgxj.) 

ExTRAOKDiNAiiY CASE. — Alplioiise Duval {alyts ‘']\Iar- 
cpiis dc la Bafouade,'’ rrince Dullah liaflbo Ahd of 
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Abyssinia,” &c. &c.), aged fifty -two, and Arabella Duval 
{alias ‘Alarquise do la Bufouade ”), liis wife, aged tliirty- 
seven, were indicted on a variety of counts, including 
obtaining money on false pretences, obtaining goods and 
lodging by fraud, illegally j)awning, inciting to commit 
suicide, &c. It appeared that in the early days of last 
month, each of the prisoners, liaving a chance of con- 
tracting an advantageous marriage on the death of the 
other, purchased a bottle of laudanum with the osten- 
sible object of seeking death in the others arms. Each, 
liowever, had largely diluted the opiate with coloured 
water ; so that, when they woke from a deep slcej\ they 
found that they luid mutually intended to murder each 
other. A terrible scene followed, in conse(|uencc of 
which the female prisoner gave lier husband in charge. 
Before the magistrate, she accused liini of grievously 
assaulting her in order to obtain possession of a letter 
in which he incited her to commit suicide, lie had 
succeeded in destroying the letter ; l)ut the magistrate 
remanded him for iiKpiiries. The publicity attached to 
this case brought up a host of witnesses from all i)arts 
of the country as to the fraudulent career of both 
parties ; and the result w'as that the magistrate caused 
the wife to be arrested, and fully committed both for 
trial. Tlie jury yesterday found both prisoners guilty. 
II is lordship, after commenting severely upon the 
infamous conduct of these clever swindlers, said that. 
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■altliougli they liad not been previously convicted in this 
country, in view of thci murderous intent of the incite- 
ment to suicide he found it impossilde to pass upon 
them a less severe sentence than that of five years* 
penal servitude, to be followed by tliree years’ police 
supervision. 
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‘• A NEW WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS." 

Ftovi llir/ufrd Morrison^ 3 Fss(\r CiUfrfy Tnujdcjo JWch 
Mont'inomu';i Gosliuff, lOli The AlhaniJ, W. 


JSLn'clt 5, 1S85. 

My deal CJosLiNci, — As it is iuav nearly three 
iiioiitlis since you atlainoJ your majority, aiul conse- 
quently assxuned C'oiitrol of your f(.)rlune, I write to 
ask you if it Avould he convenient to you now to re])ay 
tlu*. wliicli I advanced t(» you at various times 

during the twa.) years we spent togetluu’ al>road. 

AVhen your uncle came to my chaml.)ers in rianuary, 
1 88 1, and ulVered me £600 a year and my expenses 
to take charge of a ward in C'liancery on Jiis (Jrand 
Tour'’ the prospect seemed very temptiiig. To a 
struggling barrister £Coo a year seems an inex- 
liaustible mine of wealtli. 

I now regret that 1 undertook the task, for I liiid 
it difficult to fall back into the old sedentary life after 
so brilliant an episode oi foreign travel ; but 1 spent 
a very pleasant time abroad with you, and 1 trust 
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that you, on your side, can look l)ack to our connection 
witli satisfaction. 

I sliall 1)0 very glad if you can let me liave tlie 
money soon, as I should then he able to join my 
brother (the engineer) in a very profitable undertaking. 

1 Relieve me iilways, 

Very sincerely yours, 

liiriLvuo Moimisox. 

P.S. — Ih'collect tliat you never gave me T.O.IT.’s for 
tlie advaiK'cs, so this is strictly a del»t of lionour. 

Fnyin J\ ]\[, (JoyNiKj^ Es<i,y to JUrJocnt JlLwrisioi, 

J\f(U'c]/. 17, ICS85. 

Dkau Old ]\1an, — Have just got back from Paris, 
aiul found your letter. I daresay your account is all 
right, but 1 have nothing to do witli any Ixick debts, 
you know, (dd chappie. You had l)etter write to 
Sliadrach, IMeshach, & Aliednego, the solicitors to my 
trustees, and they will put it all right. I liope you are 
all right and jolly. I had great fun over in Paris. Tliey 
made me an honorary member of the Cassecou Club. AVe 
had great fun there almost every night. 1 won two 
thou, there last Friday. AYhy don’t you try your luck 
at baccarat? It’s no end of a good game. As to my 
paying that £468, that’s a good ’un. That goes down 
in the liill. Happy thought! Stick it down ^500 
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Tlie trustees won’t be any the wiser. I am just off 
to Brighton, so no more from 

Yours, all there, 
rKKOY Mo>:TMOJ!KNCY tlOSLIMG. 

What do ?/o?f think ? They have just made me a 
Dejraty-Iaeiitenant for the county. 1 shall go to the 
next Levee in the uniform, which is very handsome. 


From Messrs. Shadraeh, Mesluuh, tC' Ahdneyo, Soliei/ors, 

17c Lhuviii’s Jim Fields, (0 Itichard Morrison, Fsq. 

March 27, 1S85. 

Deak Sii!, — We have svdanitted your communication 
of tlie 1 8th iust. to the Trustees in re Gosling, and we 
•arc instructed to inform you that tliey absolutely decline 
to entertain your claim for £468 u])on tlie estate. 

Firstly — According to your own statement, you have 
210 acknowledgment whatever of the various alleged 
loans which have culminated in so serious a lialulity. 

Secondly — Fven if you possessed such acknowledg- 
ments the trustees would not, under the circumstances, 
feel disposed to overlook the fact that these loans were 
made to a minor. I’he infant was in receipt of an 
ample income, and any such loans must have been 
made for purposes wdiich, doubtless, you would not 
care to have known. 
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The trustees are surprised that you, as a barrister, 
•shoiild have luade such an application. 

AVe are, Sir, yours faithfully, 
SlIADKACII, MeSIIACII, & AbEDNEUO. 


From Richard ^htri'ison, Faq., to P. M. Guding, Efiq. 

March 28, 1885. 

My dear Gosr.iN*;,— I enclose the insulting reply 
that 1 have received from your solicitors to my aj)pli- 
cation for the ;^ 46 S you owe me. 

You will recollect that, on each occasion when I 
advanced you money, it was, as you said, with tears 
in your eyes, “to save your honour,” ami on your 
solemn promise that you would give up your fatal 
tendency to gambling and other ruinous dissipation. 
Each time 1 lent you the money against my better 
judgment, and after much hesitation. 

]Jut I did it for your sake. Will you now, for your 
own sake, pay back the money which was lent to “ save 
your honour ?” 

Yours, very sincerely, 

liiciiAKi) MoimisoJf. 

P.S. — If you are temporarily pressed 1 am quite 
prepared to take it by instalments. 



•'■'f '(. /.// !'JC/.s\/Tr/>/:s\ 

Hi*' /</ Iht' 

Jintc 28, J 885. 

Deak She — T liis is llio sevoiilli lime .1 write In ;e:k 
you to pay the clekt of honour you owe me. l.et me 
know, l»y return of post, wliellier you inteiul to settle 
up or not, “ Yes ” or “ No ” will be ii suilieient nnswer. 

Yours faithfully, 

JbciiAiM) Mokkesoae 


J\)sf -card from ]\ 2L foW/y.vy^ /e Ii. l\IuvrirA),i, /ibry. 

Jinir 29, 1885. 

1 am surprised that you should continue to dun nu‘, 
for that coin, when I have referred you to the solicitors 
of my trustees. ‘\'ou know (juitc^ as well iis 1 d(j that 
I am ]iot responsible for the settlement of my ('.state 
durini;' my minority. And, if i was, 1 have now a 
great many claims on my purse, besides, 1 don’t 
know how on carl1) you have run it uj) to nearly 
;^'5CO. If thei'o was not something fishy about it,, 
the trustees would have paid up like a sluA. 

IhuKT ]M<)XTi'.K)]:EX(’.y Gosuxe. 

.Post-card from It, ilorrison Esq.^ to 1\ ]\L Goslhuj, Esq, 

June 30, 1885. 

•Sn:, — Yoii need not fear that T sliall ever again 
eoudeseeiid to hold any coninnuiication with you. 1 
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liave, until now, bt'on accustomed to deal with gentle- 
men. Yon, sir, are (in unmitigated young cad, and you 
have swindled me out of ^^468. 

hiciiAiM) IMomnsox. 

.E'lrifcl fc())a iluA'DaUij Thunderer',' March lO, 1886. 

(JOEEx’s llEXOir Divrsrox. 
llelhre Mr. JusTK’E \Yi(;(;jX(;t()X and a S])ecial diiry. 

^ iosLixa; r, Momnsox. 

"J'his ])rotractei.l ease was brought to a. eonelusion tliis 
morning. It was an action for libtl Imoiight Iw ]\Ir. 
iVi’cy jMontmoreiiey (Josling, of (lander Hall, Loam- 
sliire, against ]\Ir. Richard Morrison, of The Tem])le, 
.!>arrjster-at-Lawa ]\Ir. Morrison, who had travelled 
abroad for two years in charge of Mr. (losling, then a 
Ward in (L-'liancery, advanced him sums of money, from 
time to lime, to the total amount of ^'468. Upon 
payment l)eiiig refused on the plea of infaiicy, and that 
the Jiioiiey haal been advanced for improper purposes, 
Mr. Morrison addressed a })ost-(iard to tlie plaiiitiir 
containing the alleged lil.)el — /.e., that Mr, (losliiig wais 
'‘an inimitigated young cad” and had “swindled ” him 
" out of ^^"468.” Upon this Mr. frosling brought an actioii 
for libel against the defendant, and claimed ;;^SOOO 
damages. 

The Attorney- General, Mr. Gabbler, Q.C., and Mr. 
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fToliii Poe, ap])eared fur llie plaintilT; inul tlio Sulieitoi- 
(Teiieral, ^Ir. Talkci‘>;lp Q.C\, and Mi\ Iiicliard IJue, 
appeared for tlie defendant. 

Mr. Justice AViggington enncludcd liis charge to the 
Jury by informing them that the principle of the law 
of libel was, that “the greater the truth, the greater 
the libel;” and tliat, therefore, if they found that the 
plaintifl' was imh'.ed “an unmitigated young cad,” and 
had indeed “swindled” the defendant “ out of ^468,” 
tliey must, without liesitation, tiiid for the plaintiff. 
The damages, of course, were a matter entirely within 
their province. Tlie learned Judge then dismissed tlie 
Jury to their arduous duties. 

The Jury returned into Court, after an absence of 
fi ve-eightlis of a minute, wdth a verdict for the jJaiiitiff. 
damages /'5000, 

Tlie learned Judge, expressing his eiiliro coneurrenee 
with tlie A tu'dict, gave judgment for tlui plaintiff, with 
£ 5000 damages and costs. 
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Fruhh Mrs. Miniot^ IkHcnir. Vi^flaffc^ 11 arrov ■-())} -ilic-IT Ul . 
fo .TJil uiif)id JMiivfiny Ksq.^ S/, Wd)s CuUrffc, O.t'fuvd. 

Octoher 14 , i 8 cS 3 . 

]\Iv (.)\VN I)j:ae‘ ]*ov, — V our intc'reslinn' lettnr arrived 
this Avliile we were at brealvfast, and was ver}‘ 

Avel(‘()iiie. 1 road it iirst, of course, and tlien Lily ittuI 
it al«)ud for the iKuielit of Polly and Frank, and her 
own. 

So my Ted is really an Oxford man at last ! I can 
Jiardly helieve it. It seemed so im])ossiblG six months 
a<j;(). (.)£ eourse her(‘, as a liome-boaixler, your education 

has been very inexpensive, but Oxford ! And to think 
that it is your own hard work that has got you there. 
Is not Had glorious ? 

Oh, my boy, I shall never forget the day when you 
won your Scholarship at St. FbbsO I thiidv T almost, 
if not ([uite, cried with joy. T was proud enough of you 
liere wlieii j'oii came out First of the whole School, 
when you got into the Cricket Eleven, when you won 
the Prize Poem, Put I liave far more cause for pride 
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and gratitude new tliat, instead of entering the Church 
through a TIjeological College, as you would have had to 
do, you will talcc; TToly Orders with an Oxford degree. 
Perliaps you will get a Fellowship ; who knows ? How 
your ])oor dear father woiild have rejoiced at it ! It 
Avas his ureatest Avish to send A'ou there, and if he had 
lived you wp'ro to liavc gone to liLs old eollcge, Magdalen. 
And now, after all the grief and struggle, you really arci 
an Oxford man. “l\Ir. IMartiu of I ” 1L.)W 

well it vsouiids, does it not ?. 

I5ut 1 must not rjittle on like this, or you will tliink 
that “the INTater” has something wrong with lier 
mental organisation. 

.1 waiiit )'ou always, dear Ted, to \vrite to me for 
(niytldvif you may require. You will soon find out, 
wlien you settle ilown, wliat is essential to your comfort. 
1 daresay we have forgotten “a wliole heap ” of things 
in iitting }'ou out ; so you must he s/ar end let us know 
as the occasion arises. 

I should deal as little as possilile witli the Oxford 
tradesmen if I were you. Your, dear father ahvays said 
they w'ere a set of rogues, who not only charge double for 
everything, hiil actually supply inferior goods. 

J am very glad you are comfortable i]i your rooms. 
AVe are already looking forward to next year, wljon wo 
mean to come down to Commem.” and invade your 
castle ill a body. 
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Tt is just post-time, so I will say no more than that 
we all send our best love, and hope you will write again 
soon. 

Ever your loving Mother, 

ACxNES Maktin. 


From Alfred Gibbon, Esq., St. Ebbs' College, Oxford, to 
Edmund Martin, Esq. 

October 20, 1883. 

Dear Martin, — As an old Harrovian, I put up your 
name for the Harrow Club, and got you duly seconded. 
I am glad to say that you have been as duly elected ; 
so if you will come to my rooms after Hall to-night, we 
will go round to the Club together, and I will introduce 
you. 

Yours truly, 

A. Gibbon. 

From Messrs. Tweed & Angola, Tailors and Outfitters, 
High Street, Oxford, to Edmund Martin, Esq. 

October 21, 1883. 

Dear Sir, — We venture to solicit the favour of your 
patronage during your stay at Oxford. 

The quality of our material, the stylishness of our 
cut, and the reasona'^leness of our charges, are such that 
we feel confident of giving you every satisfaction. If 

u 
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you will lionour us with a call we shall have much 
pleasure iii taking your measure. 

Our firm is the o]d(*st-(‘stal>]ishe(k and our terms of 
credit the most li])era.l, in Oxford. 

We are, dear Sir, &c. 

Twemi; & Anc^ola. 

From. Jcicclhrs, Toharro n isLs, Fid urc Dealers, Livery 

Stahle Keepers, Dog Femders, Wine Jllerehavls, Con- 

fed/ioners, Grveers, ( 0 *. to Edmnmi Martin, Esq, 

OcLoher 2 } to 31 , 1883 . 

100 odd facsimiles of Messrs. Tweed & Angola’s 
Circular. 

From Lord Dasha irefy, Cirrist Church, Oxford, to 
Edmund Mariin, Esq, 

Februarij 2 , 1884 . 

])ka]: Mautin, — My father told lue in the Olirist- 
mas Vac. that lie and your fatlier were at Magdalen 
together and were great pals. 

T sliall he very much jdeased if you will come and 
wine with me to-morrow night about 8 j\m., so tliat we 
may rub noses. You’ll find a jolly set of chap]>ies, and 
a hearty welcome. 

Yours, very truly, 

I) ash AW ay. 
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Extract from ''The Sportsmanf March 3, 1884. 

AYLESBUEY STEEPLECHASES. 

GOLD CUP. 

Lord Dashaway \s br. m. “Fairy . E. Martin . . i 

Mr. Tomkins cli. g. “ Pranccr ” , . Owner ... 3 

Sir H. Jarvis’ br. g. “ Wollopcr” . . Owner ... 3 

From James Trv wpington, Esq., of Christ Church, 
to Edmund Martin, Esq. 

June 18, 1884. 

Dead Mapttx, — T cannot nnderstand how it is that 
you do not remember it. Fortunately, T have your own 
I.O.U.’s to tlie full amount (^^87), and therefore shall be 
obliged if you will settle up by Monday at the latest, as I 
have myself some debts of honour to meet on that date. 

Truly yours, 

J. Tiutmpingtok. 

From Asher Davis, Tobacconist and Wine Merchant, 
Broad Street, Oxford, to Ednimid Martin, Esq, 

June 20, 1S84. 

Dear Sir, — If you will sign tlie enclosed bill for 
£,2^0 at three months, and return it by bearer, 1 will 
forward you my cheque for ;^I50. The six dozen 
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slierry and six boxes (lOo) cigars shall be delivered 
to-night. 

3 am letting you have tlie money on very easy 
terms, as the Old Amontillado is dirt cheap at 84s., and 
the Cabanas at £4. 4$. are simply given away, 
Eespectfully yours, 

Asitek Davis. 

From Jcwdlcrs, Tailors, Tobacconists, Jykcry Stable 
Keepers, &c. &c. &c., to Kdmund Martin, Esq. 

October 21 /o 31, 1884, 

Dear Sir, — Wc beg respectfully to draw your 
attention to our enclosed little account, and to remind 
you that we do not allow more than six months’ credit 
except under special circumstances. 

Trusting for a contiriuaiice of past favours. 

We are. Sir, &c. &c, &c., 

“ Dash, Dash, & Dash. 

Extract from Ilononrs List in Moderations, published 
Eecember 2, 1884. 

CLASS IV. 

Jacobus Snoggins e Coll, Magd. 

Edmundus Martin e Coll. Sanct. Ebb. 
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Tcleyram from Edmund Martin, Paddington Station, to 
the Pcv. Todey Sterner, M.A ., St. Ebbs’ College, Oxford. 

Came up this morning without leave to see dentist. 
Just missed last train. Will return first train to-morrow. 
Fxdl exjdanation. 

8.20 r.M., January 24, 1885. 

From the Ilcv. Todey Steriur, M.A., Vice-Principal of 
St. Ebbs, to Mrs. Martin, Bellevue Cottage, Harrow-on- 
the-IIill. 

February 5, 1885. 

Deak Madam, — In answer to your letter of the 
2nd inst., I am desired by the I’rincipal to say, that it 
is quite impossible for him to reverse his decision (in 
which I may say 1 fully concur), and that he regrets 
you should have thought it advisable to have written to 
him at all upon the subject. 

The forfeiture of your son’s scholarship, and the 
removal of his name from the College books, are but the 
natural consequence of a University career of shameless 
debauchery. 

The extravagances which in the case of an Under- 
graduate of good position and means might be over- 
looked, cannot be tolerated for an instant in the person 
of a Stipendiary of this College. 

I am. Madam, faithfully yours, 

Todey Sterner, M.A. 
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From Mrs. Martin, to the liev. Todcij Sterner, M.A. 

February 6 , 1885 . 

SiK, — Your letter of yesterday’s date recpiires au 
answer. It shall be brief and to the point. 

I will be'^dn with your concluding paragraph. 
Firstly, I fail to see why “ extravagances ” sliould be 
“ overlooked ” in any case. I fail to see why, just 
because be is at Oxford, an irndergradnate should 
indulge in vagaries which, in London, would certaiidy 
exclude him from society, and miglit possibly subject 
him to the attentions of tlie pttlice. 

With regard to tlie difFercucc between au IJuder- 
graduatc of position and a ytipendiary, 1 should nut, if 
I were you, weigh too much upon the point. 

I’ray, Sir, what are yon yourself but a Stipendiary 
of St. ICbhs ? A Stipendiary who neglects his duty. 

The colonel of a regiment (my brother was colonel 
of the 42nd Highlanders) is bound by no regulation to 
supervise the morals or expenditure of his officers, who, 
by the way, are men at large. ]>ut wiiere is the colonel 
who, if he saw one of bis subalterns indulge for a 
whole year in a “career of shameless debauchery,” 
would not do his utmost, by kindly advice and remon- 
strance, to wean the poor fool from his evil courses ? 
You arc paid to look after young fellows fresh from 
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school and still '' in statu pupillari ” — Have you ever 
done so much as a regimental colonel ? Never ! 

Witli regard to tlie first paragrapli of }X)ur letter, 
far he it from me to say om^ word hi cxcuhc of my ])oor 
lost hoy's vices and follies. But this 1 icill say : that, 
until my son went to Oxford, I never liad occasion 
to feel anything but pride at his conduct. Some 
natures can go through tlie iire of tGm])tation nn- 
scatlicd. lie, alas! su(icuml)cd. But who put the 
temptation in liis way ? You, sir ! Yes, you, and 
your system. 

You, who could abolish the fatal credit scandal. 
Let the University decree that no deht al)ove £10 shall 
be recoveralde in the Vice-Cliancellor s Court, and there 
will very soon be an end of tailors’ and jewellers' and 
whjc~nierchaiits’ extortions. 

You, who could aljolish the fa-tal custom of giving 

wines.” The idc^a of mere boys, who at liome drink a 
glass or two of claret after dinner with their fathers, 
sitting down to a, wine-party that costs £20 or ^30. 
The idea of such parties being given in rotation through- 
out the term 1 The idea of such gentlemen’s sons 
learning to become drunkards within the sacred walls 
of St. Ebbs ! 

You, in fine, who can “gate” a man foi* missing 
Chapels and Lectures ; who can fine a man for not 
wearing his gown in the street ; but who, well knowing 
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LIST OP PUBLICATIONS. 

Tlio LetUrs of George Sand. EOitea and 

with a ]']iograpliy of George Sand. By R. L. de IJeaufokt. 
With six portraits of George Sand at various periods of her 
life. 3 vols., Demy 8vo., cloth. 36s. 

“ Charming, entertaining, interesting, instructive.” — World, 

Good as literature, but better as exponents of character.” — 3Ir. SiHnhurne. 

“ The most important of recent contributions to biography The 

Letters were written to all sorts of people, and they discuss all sorts of questions. 
That they are extremely interesting it is scarcely necessary to say.” — Graphic, 

“ Their intrinsic interest, the large additions that they make to the know- 
ledge of their author’s character, the varied scenes and the numerous attractive 
personalities that they bring before us, can neither escape the notice, nor 
disappoint the expectation, of any competent reader. M. Ledos de Beaufort 
lias, in some respects, improved the conditions in which the work comes before 
such a reader. We had occasion to comment on the very insufficient annotation 
of the French edition. This, M. Ledos de Beaufort has largely and usefully 
increased. He has also been well advised in illustrating his volumes (which are 
handsomely printed) with six portraits, ranging from the early, and in every 
sense romantic, sketch of Delacroix to Nardar’s photograph, taken when George 

Sand was an old woman The translation itself is, if not exactly a 

masterpiece, for the most part quite fluent and readable as well as exact. The 
biographical sketch preceding it is rather more exotic in style than the text, and 
leans decidedly more to the side of enthusiasm than to that of criticism ; but it 
contains a convenient statement of facts. Altogether the book may be very 
well recommended to English readers.” — Athenceum, 

“ Turning from novels to one of the greatest of novelists, * though, perhaps, 
a little not so much read as she used to be,’ we encounter the ‘ Letters of 
George Sand,’ translated by M. Kaphael de Beaufort, and published, not in a 
cheap shape as in France, but in three handsome and rather hea-sy volumes. 
The English edition has the advantage of being illustrated with most interesting 
portraits of Madame Dudevant The correspondence is an in- 
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dippensable commentary on her Memoirs Any reader who has once 

felt the fascination of this wonderful woman, so astonishing a mixture of genius, 
goodness, nobility, meanness, kindness, self-deception, passion, and coolness ; 
this Napoleon in petticoats, and with fiction, not fact, for her battle-field, will 
find it hard to leave off reading her letters. They are excellently readable 
in the English translation, which is equipped with a brief biography and notes.” 
— Daily News. 

“ Of wide interest. The volumes contain letters to About, Louis Blanc, Victor 
Hugo, Lamartine, and others ; and they give the reader personal glimpses of 
the aspirations and fears, the struggles, and the lights and shades of one of tljo 
most remarkable women of our times, and of one of the most brilliant writers 
of the century.” — St. James's Gazette. 

“ George Sand played a prominent part in the revolutionary storm that more 
than once raged over France during her lifetime, 18()4-187(>. Often her 
utterances in the reviews and newspapers were veiled. It was to her friends 
she formulated her ideals and poured forth her longings. The record in her 
* Letters ’ reads like the romance of a new Arcadia. Sometimes, it is true, the 
writer’s vigour exceeds her discretion; but then she gives utterance to a 
thousand and one brilliant ideas that go a long way towards compensating for 

any of these pensees de guerre A word in conclusion for the 

translator. M. Ledos de Beaufort has accomplished his somewhat long, yet 
we would suppose not uninteresting, task deftly. We have not the original 
Memoirs before us to consult, but the translator has rendered the ‘ Letters’ into 
plain and simple language which adds yet another temptation to incline 
readers to take in hand a very readable and a very remarkable work .” — Pictorial 
World. 

“ No memoirs of George Sand can be complete without her autobiography, 
as laid out in correspondence to accompany them. ‘ The Letters of George 
Sand,’ translated as well as edited by Raphael Ledos de Beaufort, and recently 
published by Messrs. Ward and Downey in three substantial volumes, are all 
her admirers or disciples can desire. This bulky collection of epistles from the 
most piquant pen of its age, though it will stand in English bookshelves by the 
side of the many excellent sketches of the authoress’s life we have already had, 
is in itself a record of her career, saturated furthermore with her individuality, 
lightened by her incisive style, and illuminated by her pleasant Gallic wit and 
shrewdly sarcastic periods. George Sand must ever be her own best historian, 
but here in these letters there is more interest than that of mere personal 
narrative or exposition of the fancies and foibles of this distinguished 

novelist For those whose curiosity makes them desire to recogni^^o 

the great vuriter’s individuality the half-dozen portraits in these volumes, 
representing her as painted by Delacroix’s and other faithful brushes, 
will be full of interest. A more useful collection of letters than this 
excellently translated and published series has not been issued for some time.” — 
Daily Telegraph. 

“ We do not hesitate to give a cordial welcome to these volumes with which 
M. de Beaufort has enriched our literature through the medium of a good 
English translation. . . . The work is the most important one of the kind 

til at has appeared in France since the publication of the correspondence of 
Madame de Remusat. Indeed, .the letters of George Sand must be assigned a 
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higher place, as the writings of a great and many-sided genius, a never-resting 
worker, and a public character de premiere ligneJ'" — Bookseller, 

“ The most interesting and valuable of recent contributions to literary 
history. The writer of these letters was one of the the most remarkable 
women and the greatest novelists of any time. Nor is it only as an author of 
genius that she claims attention ; it is safe to say that her own life is a romance 
more thrilling and varied than any of her novels, many of which, indeed, are but 
episodes in her experience.” — Literary World, 


Gladstone's House of Commons. By 

T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth- 12s 6d. 

“ Recalls vividly the eventful scenes of the late memorable Parliament. So 
the historian of the future such volumes will be invaluable.” — Graphic, 

“ Readers will hod in these pages a most interesting rHumt of the principal 

parliamentary episodes of the last five vears He is always clear 

and concise, and has described with graphic force many exciting scenes in the 
House.” — Morning Post, 

“ The book is eminently honest and thoroughly readable. Some of tho 
descriptions are vivid enough to carry a sparkle even in these days. One great 
virtue the book lias, it has alisolutely no smack of tlie midnight oil, every lino 
is evidently a genuine sketch, done on tho spot, with the charm of freedom 
which all sketches possess. It is not a book to read carefully through, though, 
indeed, I myself confess to devouring it at meals, but a book to pick up at odd 
moments. Wherever you open it, you may be sure to find a good anecdote, a 
clever sketch, or a sound piece of political criticism.” — St. Stephen's llevieiv, 

” Mr. O’Connor has always a lively, and often a brilliant, pen, and his sketches 
of men and scenes in the House, frequently dashed off in great haste as they must 
have been to catch a morning paper on the other side of the Irish Channel, 
constitute an admirable and vivid picture of times about which we can never know 

too much Will take its place at once among the indispensable 

works of Parliamentary reference.” — Pall Mall Gazette. 

“ He gives a most vivid picture of the bickerings and heart-burnings at St. 
Stephen’s under Mr. (xladstone’s recent dictatorship. In his estimates of men 
Mr. O’Conuor is often, we think, hasty ; ho is fairly generous, and not 
unfrcquently he employs a satiric pen ; his one endeavour is apparently to be 
amusing, and in this he admirably sucjceeds The story through- 

out reads like a piece of American humour. It might have been penned by 
Artemus Ward ; so grotesquely funny are some of its incidents, that it cannot 
fail to afford as much entertainment as that writer’s Prep-show^ or Mark Twain’s 
New Pilgrim's Progress. Get the book and read it. It is impossible to dissect its 
hon mots, they are so many and so admirably litted into the irrevelant mutter 
that it is impossible to give specimens of them without losing their piquancy.” — 
Pictorial World, 
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*• Its appearance is peculiarly timely just now, when the importance of the 
Irish question is for the first time beginning to bo seriously recognised by the 
bulk of Englishmen. We have had records and accounts of the late Parliament 
before, done from the point of view of the purely English observer. Here, 
liowever, we have a volume in which the progress of events is presented by an 
Irishman from an Irish point of view, and presented with remarkable ability 
and really brilliant descriptive power. Those Englishmen who are most 
opposed to Mr. O’Connor in political opinions will find much to learn and much 
to interest them in these pages. And to those who are really anxious to obtain 
a better appreciation of what the Irish question is, a study of ‘ Gladstone’s 
House of Commons ’ is indispensable.” — Truth, 

“ An eminently readable, instructive and pleasant work, and a history of the 
Parliament 1880-1864 ; as lively and interesting as a novel.” — Nation, 

“ Keen, vivid and highly cpigrammatical papers which hero form so 
fascinating a record of the five 3 ’ears of Mr. Gladstone’s adminstration. The 
scenes which he describes will rise as vividly before the imagination as if the 
readei’S themselves had taken part in each and all of them : a picture gallery 
glowing with life; bright with humour, and keen with critical appreciation.” — 
Freeman's Journal. 

“ Bright and graphic in style, as fair as could reasonably be anticipated, and 
undeniably accurate in its facts, Mr. T. P. O’Connor’s interesting and valuable 
volume, ‘ Gladstone’s House of Commons,’ is a book that no student of con- 
temporary politics should be without as amusing as it is replete 

with sterling information.” — Society. 

“ A captivating little history. Superb as are Mr. O’Connor’s gifts of oratory 
they are eclipsed by his wondrous facility, rapidity, versatility, and luxuriance 
as a Press- writer. Descrijitivc writing in these pages reaches perhaps the 
height of its magic power of painting indelibly on the memory scones of which 
diy verbatim reports can give no more true idea than can be had of the flavour 
of champagne by reading a wine list.” — United Ireland. 

“ His book has a political value, apart from the excellence of its style and 
the accuracy of its descriptions.” — Westei'n Morning Neivs. 

“ A bright picture, drawn with a masterly pen.” — Judy. 

“ Sparkling, and admirably lively.” — Berliner Tagehlatt. 


Bohertson of Brighton : With some Notices 

of his Times and his Contemporaries. By the Eev. 

F. Arnold. Post 8vo., cloth. 9s. 

“ He has evidently studied Robertson’s writings with care, and sees the 
weakness as well as the strength of a remarkable man, who had many weaknesses 
as well as much strength. The result is a book of no little interest, compiled 
with much skill and judgment The view which the writer gives of 
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Eobertson, is, at the same time, in all probability, more true than that of Mr. 
Brooke, and he judges him from a safer and a truer standpoint than that most 

erratic theologian The autobiographical sketches which the writer 

has brought together from Robertson’s own works, are well chosen ; but more 
interest attaches to the reminiscences of the gifted preacher which Mr. Arnold 

has himself gathered during his stay at Brighton Mr. Arnold’s volume 

is one which may be safely recommended to the attention of all those who wish 
to form a conception of the position which * Robertson, of Brighton ’ held among 
our English clergy, and bis present biographer has done well in recognizing the 
errors as well as the merits of a man who was, however much we may differ 
from him in many respects, a remarkable man .” — Jotin Bull. 

“ All admirers of the Rev. F. W. Robertson will welcome the Rev. F. Arnold’s 
* Robertson, of Brigliton ’ as throwing fresh light on his character and surround- 
ings Mr. Arnold brings into this work an interesting description 

of Brighton as it was a generation ago; also some account of Robertson’s 
contemporaries, devoting a whole chapter to that of his friendship for and 
influence over Lady Byron.” — Leeds Mercury. 

“ It is impossible not to bo interested in * Robertson, of Brighton ; with 
some Notices of his Times and Contemporaries,’ by the Rev. Frederick Arnold. 
Notwithstanding Mr. Stopford Brooke's admirable biography there was still room 
for a supplement like this, full of small facts and probable conjectures, the out- 
come of much genuine research and devotion. Mr. Arnold has been fortunate 
in meeting several of Robertson’s personal friends, and from these he has 
gleaned many slight but characteristic anecdotes. He is able also to explain the 
financial position of Trinity Chapel while Robertson held the incumbency.” — 
Guardian, 

” Surely it ought to be interesting to read the history of such a man 

His biographer has been able to show us what he was in all his varied moods. 
We are truly thankful for this entertaining and instructive contribution to our 
biographical literature.” — Christian Commonwealth. 

** With loving, sedulous ardour he analyses Mr. Robertson’s Sermons, pointing 

out numerous passages in which the personal element is strikingly present 

The main source, however, to which the author is indebted, is the reminiscences 
of Robertson he has himself gathered from persons in and about Brighton, wIjo 
knew and admired him, and some of whom enjoyed his personal friendship. 
The charm of the book is in these reminiscences. A vast number of facts which 
escaped the knowledge of Brooke, unfolding views of Robertson’s character and 
genius hitherto unknown to the public, are, as it were, here snatched from the 
oblivion to which they were fast rushing, and added to the literary heritage of 
mankind. For the diligence with which Mr. Arnold has collected these facts, 
and the skill with which he has used them, we are largely his debtors. The 
admirers of Robertson will find this book much more fascinating than his Life, 
and that it gives them a much larger and richer conception of the man ; and 
whether they agree or differ with the author in his criticisms of Robertson’s 
theological teaching, they will thank him for the delight, and stimulus, and 
enlargement of view, his book has afforded them.” — Primitive Methodist 
Magazine. 

“ The style is sensible ; clear, some of the criticisms and fair strictures on 
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Robertson’s Tiews and expressions of them are intelligent, and the work is at 
once sympathetic and just.” — Scotsman, 

“ Wo are glad to testify that Mr. Arnold has given us something which nono 
who chersh a reverent admiration for the great Brighton prophet will receive 
without gratitude. Mr. Arnold has evidently been gathering notes, impressions, 
and recollections of Robertson for some considerable time. He lived in 
Brighton for nearly seven vears, and made the acquaintance of many persons 
who knew Mr. Robertson. He has made a very felicitous use of much of the 
material thus collected, and certainly we get much additional information 
concerning a good and great man of whom the world will not tire of hearing or 

of reading for many a long year to come The author has taken a very 

great deal of pains by way of seeking for any kind of light which could increase 
his knowledge of the man concerning whom he writes. His acquaintance with 
Brighton, Oxford, and Cheltenham has been sufiicient to enable him to write 
with much personal interest about three of the places in which Robertson 
exercised his ministry; and ho visited Winchester for the purpose of completing 
an acquaintance with all the spheres in which that wonderful young man ful- 
filled his vocation. Of every place there is something interesting to tell; and 

Mr. Arnold is sympathetic with both the places and the preacher We 

have been much interested in the perusal of a volume which, from first to last, 
does not include one dull page .” — Literary World, 

“ There was more than one reason why a new Life of Robertson should ho 
written to supplement the * masterly work ’ of Mr. Stopford Brooke, as Mr. 
Arnold calls it ; and this book is a good and useful one. Its interest, however, 
lies quite as mucli in the notices of Robertson’s contemporaries as in the study 
of the principal figure. The hiograplicr admires his hero, hut without blindness 
to his faults of intellect, some of which nearly approach to moral defects.” — 
St. Jameses Gazette. 

“ Mr. Arnold’s chief object has been to bring out the individuality of the 
man, ratlier than to dwell on the characteristics of the preacher. His hook is 
full of anecdotes and reminiscences, and will be appreciated not only by the 
enthusiastic admirers of Robertson, but by the general reader, who may hike 
our word that it is not dull .” — London Figaro, 

“Robertson's personal memory may in the nature of things, become dim 
and distant— the preacher, the thinker, cannot die. His influence may be said 
to have been world- wide. On those who were brought under his personal 
influence the impression ho made was never effaced. A writer in ‘ Scribner ’ 
records that once travelling in the South of France he met a wild, revolutionary, 
unbelieving surgeon, on his way to join the army in Mexico, and knowing that 
the writer was a clergyman, he asked if he knew aught of Robertson ; he had 
read his sermons, and they bad powerfully affected him, Next day the writer 
met Augustin Cochin, a devout Catholic, who asked for particulars about ‘ an 
extraordinary preacher — one Frederick Robertson.’ All schools quoted him, 
all creeds felt in him a magnet of spiritual attraction.”— C/teZtcn/iam Chronicle^ 
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An Iron-Bound City ; or. Five Months 

OF PERIL AND PRIVATION. By John Augustus 
O’Shea, author of Leaves from the Life of a Special 
Correspondent.” 2 vols., crown 8vo., cloth. 21s. 

Punch sajs : 

A STORY of peril, adventure, privation. 

Is told, in two \ols., to your great delectation, 

AVitli shrewd common sense and uncommon sensation I 
Here’s the painful account of Parisians defeated : 

Aiid Paris besieged is most “ s|)ecially ” treated : 

Like a trusty Tajjleyan, bright, lio 2 )eful, and witty, 

O’Sii-EA tells the tale of “ An Ikon-bound City.” 

“A most entertaining book.” — World, 

“A continuation of the well-known ‘Leaves from the Life of a Special 
C()rres])ondent.’ It tells in the same vein, with ecjual humour, the story of the 
sixteenth investment the French capital has stood in ancient and modern 
times, with the long story of privation, misrule, and bloodshed marking its 
course. The outlines of this painful history of folly most of us kiiow. It 
has formed themes for editions de luxe and cheap issues until there can hardly 
be any one within the three kingdoms unfamiliar with its main features. Mr. 
O’Shea supjdies colour and incident, nlling up the framework of history from 
his own abundant store of anecdote and amiable humour. His pictures of the 

(die its wrought by modern shell-fire are startling in their vividness 

The book deserves a large measure of praise ; it is even more absorbing than 
ts predecessors .” — Daily Telegraidi, 

“ We can listen with unjaded interest to the oft-told, tale of the fall of Paris 

when it is told by so genial and sunny-minded an historian We liave 

not attempted any chronological or elaborate analysis of Mr. O’Shea’s book ; 
but we hope that our very cursory notice of it may induce many persons to 
read it for themselves, and from its pages to refresh their memories of the luost 
momentous and interesting siege of modern times,'.'— Saturday Review. 

‘ An Iron-bound City,’ is peculiarly interesting. Mr. O’Shea has the 
pen of a ready writer, and it would be strange indeed if, with the 
wealth of amusing, grim, and striking incident which accompanied the 
siege of Paris, ho had Mled to produce an exceptionally interesting work. 
As a matter of fact, ‘ An l3X)n-bound City ’ is as brimful of exciting and 
engrossing matter as the most sensational romance, while at the same 
time it is rich in the momentous and important facts that go to make up 
history. And the author is ecpially at home whether gossiping of the straits 
and shifts which lent a grimly comical side to the situation, or dealing in 
vigorous, graphic language with the sterner features of the siege. It would bo 
dillicult to imagine a more vivid picture of a beleaguered city than that painted 
by Mr. O’Shea’s practised pen, and I commend the work, to you most lu artily, 
sure that you will endorse my high opinion of it. It is given to few to enjoy 
such curious experiences as Mr. O’Shea, and to fewer still to describe them with 
such unaffected eloquence, and the public owe him a distinct debt for so 
interesting and valuable a contribution to contemporary history. — Society. 
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AN lEON-BOUND CITY— continued. 

“ We are leath to quit a work which is more fascinating than any novel, and 
yet bears irrternal evidence in every page of a rigid adherence to truth, without 
etting the reader into the secret that it is not always sad or stem.” — Universe. 

“ John Augustus O’Shea is not an ordinary mortal, and his style is so 
peculiarly his own that the reader soon forgets the past in the engrossing interest 
with which he turns over the pages of the volume before us. . . . TOiile our 

friend, the impressionable, hot-headed but kind-hearted O’Shea was starving 
in Paris, the writer of this review was living on the fat of the land within the 
German lines. . . . We have not found a dull page in the book.” — Admiralty 

and Horseyuards Gazette., 

“ There has been a great deal said and written in England lately about the 
best hundred books for men to read. We might shorten the matter by recom- 
mending one which that versatile ‘ Special Correspondent ’ has just produced as 
worth at least any fifty that could be named. No man ever sat down, pen in hand, 
to give point to the superiority of truth in point of strangeness over fiction, who 
could do it more agreeably and racily. His mind and his note-book are a perfect 
store-house of odd facts and historical reminiscences. The chronicles show no 
bias. They neither extenuate the faults of the French nor set down aught in 
malice against the Teutons.” — United Ireland. 

Two highly interesting volumes. ... He not only treats of the dry facts 
of the siege, but his account is interspersed with numerous interesting anecdotes 
and episodes extracted from his diary. His style of writing throughout is light 
and pleasant, and his descriptions of the sortie of the 10th November and of 
starving Paris at the end of the siege are particularly vivid and thrilling.” — 
Vanity Fair. 

“Will be eagerly seized upon by those who revelled in Mr. O’Shea’s last 
book. . . . Every page is interesting. Mr. O’Shea succeeds in giving life to 

the driest details of military manoeuvres.” — St. Stephen's lleview. 

“ Despite the grim casualities which his subject compels him to de^iet, the 
wu’iting is in the anther’s usual style, one that is exceedingly pleasant, cheerful, 
and readable.” — Court Journal. 


Leaves from the Life of a Special Corres- 

PONDENT. By John Augustus O’Shea. Two vols., 
crown 8vo., with a Portrait of the Author. 21s. 

“ A choice medley of jovial, witty, hair-brained, fascinating anecdotes about 
the great historical and social events of the past decade, and the distin- 
guislied and notorious men Mr. O’Shea has met in that time .” — Aberdeen 
Journal. 

“ Mr. O’Shea has shown himself a workman needing not to be ashamed. 
The stories of some of the earlier events of the Franco-Prussifm War, an^ 
<id the imprisonment in besieged Paris, are thoroughly well told.” — Academy. 
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LEAVES FBOM THE LIFE OF A SPECIAL COBKESPONDENT— con^tn«^(A 

“ Eminently readable. . . . Tliero is hardlya dull page in it. . . . His 
generosity and good temper are inexhaustible.” — Athenceum* 

“ The graphic and powerful writing is by no means the only feature of 
the work; for the anecdotes are good, and there is a prevailing feeling of 
the writer being in bright, cheerful spirits (which are imparted to his readers], 
while, above all, there is a kindly word for everyone.” — Court Journal. 

“ Personal, audaciously but not offensiwely personal, Mr. O’Shea is never 
tiresome ; nor is there a particle of gall in- his gossiping recollections.” — DaiUj 
Telegraph, 

“ Glowing with a rich, broad, and boisterous humour, which those who 
arc familiar with Mr. O’Shea’s style always expect and never fail to find.” — 
Freeman's Journal. 

“ Wo cordially recommend these lively and entertaining volumes to readers 
of all tfistes.” — Illustrated Sporting and Dramatic News. 

“ The fund of amusing anecdote and personal reminiscences with which this 
w'ork abounds embraces a crowd of individuals and a series of events amply 
sui’licient to ensure the success of any number of ‘ Leaves ’ when discoursed of 
in the peculiarly entertaining style of the author.” — Morning Adoertiser . 

“ The freshest and pleasantest collection of desultory reminiscences. . . . 
Every page has its anecdote, like a sip of champagne.” — Catholic World. 

Punch says i 

“ Ob bright and lively is 0 ’Siii 5A — that is,, this John Augustus is — 

His hook as bright and lively as the author, who may trust us, is ; 

He discourseth of Napoleon, tobaepo, and philology ; 

Of Paris and of pugilists, Loiii) Wolseley and zoology ; 

Of Gambetta and of Calckaft, of cookery and quackery; 

Of SiNNETT and halloonacy, of Sala and of Thackeray ! 

With ‘ special ’ journeys to and fro, direct, delayed, and roundabout : 

For here and there and everywhere this Special loves to bound about ! 

With most tilings ho is conversant, from monkey unto mineral — 

And talks on warlike matters like a modern IVIeejor-Gineral 1” 

“ It may at once be said these reminiscences of a Special Correspondent’s 
career afford extremely easy and amusing reading ; that there are not many 
dull pages in them; and that irot iinseldom them are descriptive strokes 
and sketches of men and events that are worthy of permanent preservation.” — 
Scotsman. 

“ Bedolent of stories throughout, told with such a cheery spirit, in so genial 
a manner, that even those they sometimes hit hard cannot, when they 
read, refrain from laughing, for Mr. O’Shea is a modern Democritus.; and yet 
there runs a vein of sadness, as if, like Figaro, he made haste to laugh 
lest he should have to weep.” — Society, 
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“The great charm of his pages is the entire ahsence of dnlness and 
the evidence thej" nilord of a delicate sense of humour, considerable powers 
of observation, a store of a]>posite and racy anecdote, and a keen enjoyment of 
life.” — Standard. 


“ One of the liveliest and best books of its kind that I have read. Mr. 
O’Shea seems in his day to have been everywhere under the sun, and to have 
seen everything and everybody of importance.” — Morning Neiva. 

“Delightful reading. ... A most enjoyable book. ... It is kinder 
to readers to leave them to find out the good things for themselves. They will 
find material for amusement and instruction on every page ; and if the lesson 
is sometimes in its way as melancholy as the moral of Firmin Maillard’s ‘ Los 
Demiers Bohemos,’ it is convoyed after a fashion that recalls the light-hearted 
gaiety of Paul de Rock’s ‘ Damoselle du Cinquieme ’ and the varied pathos and 
humour of Henri Murger .” — Whitekall Reviaw. 

“Mr. O’Shea is vivacious and amusing. . . . His first volume is the most 
interesting, with his sprightly recollections of Bohemian Paris. . . . Mr. 
O’Shea kept some strange company in those da.ys — English, French, Irish, of all 
naticmalities — and has some entertaining things to tell about most of them.” — 
World. 


Royalty Restored; or, London Under 

CHAKLES II. By J. Fitzgkralp Molloy, Author of 
‘‘ Court Life Below Stairs ; or, London under the Georpres,” 
&c. Two vols., largo crown 8vo., with an Original Etching 
of Charles IL, and eleven other portraits. 25s. 

“ Mr. Molloy brings to his task a general admiration for his hero, to whose 
faults, although he cannot deny them. altogether, he is as blind as regard for 
established facts will let him be. . . . Before leaving Mr. Molloy’s book we 

may say that he tells hie story weU, and that his style is fluent and agreeable. 
— ^Times. 

“ The most important hiFtorical work yet achieved by its author 

It baa remained tfor a picturesque historian to achieve such a work in its entirety 
and to tell a tale as it has never before been told .” — Daily Telegraph. 

“ A series of pictures carefully drawn, well composed, and correct in all 
details. Mr. Molloy writes pleasantly, and his book is thoroughly enter- 
taining.” — Graphic. 

“Presents us for the first time with a complete description of the social 
habits of the period.” — Glohe. 

“ We are quite prepared to recognise in it the brisk and fluent style, the 
ease of narration, and other (pmlities of like nature, which, as was pointed out 
in ibis journal cliaracteriEed his former books.” — Athenaeum. 
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ROYALTY BESTOEED — continued. 

Mr. Fitzgerald Molloy extenuates in nothing the heartless viciousness of 
Charles’s life, and the cold and even contempt of his pitiless dealing with the 
long series of scandals of which history and art have perpetuated the memory, 
points the moral of the story, without moralising, as sharply as can be desired. 
At the same time, he is not tender to the preceding time, and he marshals some 
stem facts against the notion that morals were at any high standard under the 
Lord Protector. He does not like Cromwell, and he has found a congenial task 
in the picturing of his death-bed. But it needs no retrospective partisanship 
to make the last scene of Oliver’s great life an awful one ; the recorded facts do 
that sufficiently. There are three " natural ’ deaths in English history on 
which, we suppose, the least imaginative of readers must have sometimes dwelt in 
fancy, — those of Edward III., Elizabeth, and Cromwell. The sordid forsaken- 
ness of the first, the ghastly grimness of the second, the spiritual strife of the 
third, impress them on the memory. Briefly, but forcibly, Mr. Molloy depicts 
the great man’s death, the hurried burial, the tricked-out, Spanish-costumed, 
purple-cloaked, crowned effigy, the throng to the show, the public weariness of 
it, the pelting of the escutcheon above the gate of Somerset House with mud, 
after the immemorial manner of mobs, and the costly mock-funeral at 

Westminster Abbey It is hard for us, in these unpicturesque and 

unenthusiastic times, to imagine London cn fete; but picturing to ourselves the 
comparatively little London to which Charles returned in triumph, we may get, 
with the assistance of Mr. Fitzgerald Molloy’s spirited and pictorial sketch, 
some notion of the aspect of the capital when royalty was restored. The story 
of Charles’s marriage, of the prodigious dowry — about which there were so 
many subsequent difficulties, and with regard to which the King behaved with 
such ungentlemanlike meanness that it is pleasant to know he did not get one 
half of the money — of the young Queen’s innocence of the ways of his world, 
her wrongs, her sufferings, her brief resistance, her long, lamentable acquiescence, 
her unfailing love, is well told in this book. Wlienever, in its pages, we catch 
sight of Catherine, it is a relief from the vile company that crowds them, the 
shameless women and the contemptible men on whom ‘ the fountain of honour ’ 
lavished distinctions, which ought from thenceforth to have lost all meaning 
and attraction for honest folk. The author has studied his subjects with care 
and industry ; ho reproduces them either singly or in groups, with vivid and 
stirring effect ; the comedy and the tragedy of the Court-life move side by side 

in his chapters A chapter on the Plague is admirable, — impressive 

without any fine writing ; the description of the Fire is bettor still. To Mr. 
Molloy’s narrative of the Titus Oates episode striking merit must bo accorded ; 
also to the closing chapter of the work with its picture of the hard death of 
King Charles.” — Spectator. 

“ Mr. J. Fitzgerald Molloy makes a remarkable advance beyond his preceding 
works in stylo and literary method. His book, which is the best, may very 
well bo the last on the subject. . . , The shrewdness, the cynicism, and 

the profound egotism of the Merry Monarch are dexterously conveyed in this 
picture of him, and the book is variously and vividly interesting.” — World. 

The author of * Royalty Restored ’ has never offered the public so graphic, 
so fascinating, so charming an example of faded lives revivified, and dimmed 
scenes revitalized by the magic of the picturesque historic sense.” — Boston 
Literary World. 
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ROYALTY RESTORED— continued. 

“ He has told his talc with skill and clearness, and his work is sufficient to 
put the facts before a reader who may require the information, or may not before 
have examined that portion of his country’s history. The period is not one 
that most people would care to turn to frequently without some special purpose, 
for it is on the whole the most discreditable in the annals of England. To any 
who seek to turn over this sickly page of the national story, Mr. Molloy gives it 
in sufficiently connected form.” — Queen. 

“ Mr. Molloy has not confined himself to an account of the King and bis 
courtiers. He has given us a study of London during his reign, taken, as far as 
possible, from rare and invariably authentic sources .” — Qlasgow Evening Neivs 

“ In his delineation of Charles, Mr. Molloy is very successful. ... He 
avoids vivid colouring; yet rouses our interest and sympathy with a skilful 
hand.” — St. James's Gazette. 


“Will be greedily devoured as a palatable dish by such as have an appetite 
for the intrigues and follies of Courts, as well as by those who just sufficiently 
love English History to study it in a free-and-easy, desultory fashion .’' — Modem 
Society. 


The Unpopular King : The Life and 

TIMES OE RICHAKD III. By Alfred O. Legge, 
F.C.H.S. Two vols., demy 8vo., with an Etched Portrait 
of Richard III., and Fifteen other Illustrations. 30s. 

“ The labour you have bestowed on this portion of English history is a proof 
of your sincerity, of your love of truth. I have not much faith in the accuracy 
of what we term history, and am i)repared to believe that mucli that we learn 
under that name is not greatly better than fiction. You have had access to 
much new matter, and your labour may have the effect of displacing some of the 
old legends in which we have been taught to believe .” — John Bright. 

“ The romance of Richard’s life is still one of the most fascinating of English 
historical episodes, and in Mr. Legge’s book the story loses none of its charms. 
We are carried forward from event to event, from place to place, with a vigour 

which enhances greatly the pleasure of reading These two goodly 

volumes, with excellent illustrations, abound in matters of deep interest .” — The 
Antiquary. 

“ It is impossible to read it without enlarging to a great extent one’s knowledge 
of an important period. Indeed, it is scarcely too much to say that every student 
of the latter Plantagenet period must refer to these pages .” — Illustrated London 
News. 
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“ The most important of recent contributions to the history of England, and 
one of the most curiously fascinating of historical narrative.’’ — Manchester 
Examiner. 

“These two volumes represent an enormous amount of laborious and 
conscientious research into the known histories of Richard III., and Mr. Legge 
has unearthed a document hitherto, we believe, unpublished, among the papers 
in possession of the Duke of Devonshire. As we have said, a great deal of 
valuable labour has been bestowed on the preparation of this book, and such 
labour is never bestowed in vaiU: Those who read the book, and they are likely 
to be many, will possess themselves of a large collection of information about 
England in the times of Richard III., whether they agree with Mr. Legge’s 
opinion and accept his conclusions or not.” — Manchester Courier. 

“ Mr. Legge is entitled to the credit of bringing forward much that is new 
and that tells in favour of Richard. His task is accomplished with much care. 
The book is a welcome contribution to the study of an epoch and character 
which will form subjects of lasting controversy.” — Notes and Queries. 

“Mr. Legge has given ns a very interesting book. He writes with vigour 
and spirit, sometimes almost with eloquence.” — John Bull. 

“ If Mr. Alfred Legge Mis to convince the English people — or those who 
have the good fortune to peruse his very able work — that Richard the Third 
lias been shamefully traduced, it is certain that no one else need ever attempt 
the task of vindicating the reputation of ‘ The Unpopular King.’ .... 
A most valuable contribution to contemporary literature.” — Figaro. 

“ A thoughtful, clever, and highly interesting study of one of the most com- 
plex and curious characters in the history of our country, and a graphic picture 
of the period in which he lived. The work is an interesting and valuable con- 
tribution to historical literature.” — Society. 

“ These volumes give a graphic picture of England at the close of the 
fifteenth century, and Mr. Legge’s style is a remarkably good style — fluent, 
correct, incisive, and graceful. He deserves great credit for the pains he has 
taken to clear up many an * historic doubt.’ ” — Topical Times. 

“ It is impossible to read the story he tells with so much power and dis- 
crimination without coming to the conclusion that, after all, the ‘ Unpopular 
King ’ exhibited traces of virtue rare in his age and not too common in our 
own. The work is interesting throughout, and is a welcome and valuable 
addition to the literature of a period in which so much was done for weal and 
woe in England,” — Leeds Mercury. 

“ His frequent references to official documents, patents, and such like, among 
the Harleian MSS., bear out his account of his researches among imprinted 
materials ; and he has moreover had the advantage of consulting a contemporary 
MS. of great interest in the library at Hardwick Hall, to which no former writer 
has referred.” — Saturday Beview. 
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Japanese, Life, Love, and Legend : 

A VISIT TO THE EMPIEE OF THE KISING SUN. 
(From the French of Maurice Dubard.) By William Conn. 
(Jrown 8vo., cloth. 7s. Gd. 

“ How channingly irrepressible is the bold boulevardier ! How impossible ho 
finds it anywhere to escape his own sequacious personality! Wherever he goes, 
* Ilium in Italiam portans,’ he carries with him Paris in his own bosom. He 
discovers in Tahiti a kind of enlarged and glorified Chateau des Fleurs ; 
he sees in Yokohama a Japanese variant on the Champs Elys^es and the 
Hois de Boulogne. . . . M. Dubard goes over once more the familiar 
ground of all recent far-Eastern travellers, and succeeds in conveying 
very prettily to the reader’s mind the now stereotyped picture of an idyllic, 
impossible, Utopian Japan. He takes us behind the scenes of family life; 
shows us afresh the pleasant but, alas! incredible unanimity of the Japanese 
household. Nobody would by any possibility call it dull ; and if it lacks 
strict historical and scientific precision it makes up for all that by Marcel 
and 0-Hana. . . . Mr. Conn’s English reads somewhat more like our native 
language than that of 99 per cent among the awesome herd of translators from 
the French. If we mistake not, indeed, he has freely edited rather than 
merely translated his author ; and this is at least many times better than the 
common and slovenly modern habit of simply transliterating him.” — Pall Mall 
Gazette* 

“ ‘ Japanese, Life, Love, and Legend ’ has certainly a flavour of Cha- 
teaubriand about it, and reminds us forcibly of Rfme or of Atala. Mr. Conn has 
done well to place M. Dubard's book before the public in an English dress. 
Our countrymen as a rule are incapable of that sympathetic observation of the 
inner life of Orientals which we find here.” — Graphic. 

“The volume is thoroughly interesting : and the author is evidently at 
home in those scenes of Jai)anc8e middle-class life which he delights to portray. 
Possibly the colors are a trifle brighter than those of nature, even in the land of 
the rising sun ; for the author enjoyed himself exceedingly, and the gay-hearted 
Gaul knows nothing of faint praise.” — St. James's Gazette. 

“ Japan is the fashion ; and the very captivating volume * Japanese Life, 
Love, and Legend * will add a great deal to the stock of information upon 
the subject within the reach of those who sit at home at ease. Many 
authors have written of Japan, its arts, and its history; but in this book we 
have a light-hearted traveller, who knows the vie intime of the people, giving his 
impressions and experiences in the spirit of a candid historian. He writes 
of the domestic life of the Japanese, their manners and customs. He is 
learned in all their ways, from making silk to making love. He visits their 
families, their theatres, (and goes behind the scenes), their factories, and their 
temples. Nothing is sacred to him, and he delivers himself without restraint 
of all he has heard and seen in the Empire of the Rising Sun. He is a 
rare gossip.” — Life* 

“ The idea of weaving a love story into an ordinary book of travel is ingenious 
and telling. . . . The writer has seen much that every traveller in Japan tells 
of ; much, too, that other travellers have doubtless seen, but from motives of 
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delicacy have left untold. There are, however, no striking adventures or 
l)assage8 of unusual power to make the name of the book. Some interesting 
Japanese legends are woven into the narrative, which may fairly hope to take a 
high place among the lighter travel-books of the season .’" — Yorkshire Post. 

“ The narrative portion is bright and attractive, and the ending of the love 
story is natural and pathetic. The description of places and persons gives 
the reader a vivid account of the manners and customs and beauties of the 
country. The legends wliich are introduced are told in an interesting style, and 
are well worih reading for their own sake. The book thoroughly deserves 
success. We may add that though the work is a translation, it is done so 
ctTectivoly that few would imagine it to bo a French book in an English dress, 
the binding is tasteful and in harmony with the subject .” — Shfjjield Daily 
I'eleyrajih. 

“ The author is to be congratulated on giving the public so charming 
an account of the various phases of Japanese life, love, and legend. It is a 
treat to be able to take up a book and find the interest in it so well sus- 
tained from beginning to end. The description of the daily life of the 
Japanese in all its details is excellently portrayed, and the love story of 
0-Hana is full of charm. The book contains a vivid description of the 
various places visited, with the different legends connected therewith, and 
the manners and customs of the people. We have no hesitation in re- 
commending it to our readers as one of the best published of its kind.” — 
Admiralty and Horse Guards Gazette. 


Victor Hugo : His Life and Work. 

By G. Barnett Smith. Author of “Poets und Novelists,” 
“ Shelley : a Critical Biography,” &c. With an engraved 
portrait of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo., cloth. Gs. 

“ Excellent. Mr. Smith tells the story of a brilliant but chequered career in 
his easy manner and with sympathetic discrimination.”— I’hat'a. 

“ The only book which relates the full story of Hugo’s life. Ho has pro- 
duced a book that was very much wanted, and the volume is one which no 
English student of Victor Hugo can afford to overlook .” — North British Hail. 

“A swift and incisive review that is at once entertaining, instructive and 
popular.” — Lloyd's. 

“ The book is unique. Notwithstanding the multitude of criticisms which 
have appeared in our own and other languages upon Hugo’s work, this is the 
only volume which relates the full story of his life. We have pleasure in 
recommending Mr. Barnett Smith’s volume as the fullest and in every way 
most satisfactory on its subject that has yet appeared in England .” — The 
Christian Leader. 



VICTOR HUGO: IIIS LIFE AND WORK-nronfinur^. 


“It is clear and succinct, and contains nearly everjihing it is requisite for 
the average English reader to know about the illuHtrions Frenchman. As a 
record of bis literary and dramatic work it is remarkable* for well-ordered com- 
pleteness, while the account of Hugo in exile is free from the common errors 
whicJi have disfigured the narratives of the majority of those who have dealt 
with the subject .” — Topical Times. 

“ Well deserves to be read; we are told all that is needful to know about 
him.’’ — Tablet. 

“ The volume under notice is not a hurried and superficial biography. 

, . . . This well written account of his life . — ^'Morning Post. 


An Apology for the Life of the Bight 

HON. W. E. GLA.DSTONE ; OR, THE NEW 
POLITICS. Crown 8vo., cloth. 7s 6d. 

“ One of the most comprehensive and powerful indictments against Mr. 
Gladstone that has ever been issued.” — England, 

“This great man’s shortcomings are mercilessly analysed and justly 
ridiculed in a clever and amusing volume that has reached a second edition. 
‘ An Apology for the Life of the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone ; or the New 
Politics.’ It is one of the most really funny hooks we have met with for a long 
time, but for all that its purpose is a serious one.'' — John Bull. 

“This is a cruel piece of work. The writer’s accuracy is quite unim- 
peachable, and be has collected his facts with such industry, and marshalled 
them with such skill, that the book would have been crushing if Mr. Gladstone 
had any reputation to lose .” — Vanity Fair. 

“ A clever, if merciless, account of the life of the ex-Premier, judged from 
a Conservative point of view, with a rather scathing commentary on his sayings 
and doings from the year of his birth, compiled by the journalist who wrote 
‘ Letters to my Son, Herbert.’ To Conservatives this volume will be a perfect 
mine of information.” — Publishers' Circular. 

“ Partly biographical and partly satirical, this is a very clever production.” 
— Edinburgh Courant. 

“ The author of the book pursues Mr. Gladstone pitilessly throughout his 
political career, every event of which he causes either to adorn a tale or to point 
a moral. The book distorts nothing and conceals nothing .” — Bristol Times and 
Mirror, 
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Russid TJndef the Tzclvs. By Stepniak, 

Author of “ Underground Russia.” Translated by William 
Westall, Third Edition, crown 8vo., cloth. 6s. 

“ Excessively interesting We would bear the most cordial 

testimony to the excellence of Stepniak’s work.’* — Times. 

“ His vivid and absorbing book should be read and pondered by everyone 
who appreciates the blessings of liberty.” — Daily Telegraph. 

“ He exposes the hideous police system, he tells us the secrets of the House 
of Preventive Detection, of the central iirisons, and the Troubetzkoi Kavelin, 
and gives us graphic sketches of exile life on the shores of the White Sea and in 

the bagnios of Siberia For all who would form an adequate idea of 

the present condition of Kussia, gauge its capacity for war, or attempt to 
forecast its future, Stepniak’s work is indispensable.” — Spectator. 

“ A remarkable work, and it appears at a most opportune moment, . , . 

The state of things in Eu^sian prisons, so far as political prisoners are 
concerned, as repealed by btepniak, is hideous, if it be true. If it be untrue 
the Eussian Government ought, for its own honour’s sake, to refute his state- 
ments What he describes is terrible,” — Athenceani. 

“ Thrilling pictures of the terrors of prison life Tourgenieff 

and Stepniak, indeed, illustrate one anotlier. Naturally the novelist tells 
nothing of the worst side, the life in a Yakout hut for instance (fancy the 
flower of a nation being brutalized by treatment of that kind) ; the riot 
produced in a Siberian prison that the governor may account for several escapes, 
due to gross negligence, by sa^^ing that ‘the rules were too easy;’ the hunger 
strikes — prisoners starving themselves to death; the coarse tyranny with its 
petty tortures. . . . It is, of course, as interesting as a novel. We fear its 

thrilling details are true as well as interesting.” — Graphic. 

“ A striking book, which appears opportunely at a time when Europe is 
occupied in watching the beginning of another stage of her development. 
Stepniak writes with a vigour and passion which must command attention.” — 
Melbourne Argus. 


Court Life Beloio Stairs : or, London 

UNDER THE FOUR GEORGES. By J. Fitzgerald 
Molloy. Author of “ Koyalty Eestored/' 2 vols, crown 
8vo., cloth. 12s, 

“ Mr. Molloy’s stylo is crisp, and carries the reader along ; his portraits of 
the famous men and women of the time are etched with care, and his narrative 
rises to intensity and dramatic impressiveness as he follows the latter days of 
Queen Caroline .” — British Quarterly Review. 

“ Mr. Molloy’s style is bright and fluent, picturesque and animated, and he 
tells his stories with unquestionable skill and vivacity.” — Athenecum. 
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“ The narrative is fluent and amusing, and is far more instructive than nine- 
tenths of the novels published nowadays.” — St, Janien's Gazette. 

“ Mr. Molloy’s narrative is concise, and exhibits a wide acquaintance with 
the men and manners of the age. The anecdotes of the famous men of fashion, 
wits, fools, or knaves introduced are amusing, and several not generally known 
enliven the pages .” — Morning Post. 

“ Well written, full of facts bearing on every subject under consideration, and 
abounding with anecdotes of gay and witty debauchees .” — Daily Telegraph. 

“What Pepys has done for the Stuarts, Mr. Molloy has done for their 
Hanoverian successors. This result of his arduous investigations is one of the 
most interesting works which has ever come under our notice. It is impossible 
to open the books at any part without feeling an overpowering desire to continue 
the i)erusal .” — Newcastle Chronicle. 


Songs from the Novelists ; from 

ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. Edited, and with intro- 
(luction and notes, by W. Davenport Adams. Printed in 
brown ink on Dutch hand-made paper. ]k)nnd in illuminated 
parchment, rough edges, gilt top. Fcap 4to. 12s. 6d. 

“ A volume of exceptional interest Marvellously comprehensive, 

and, to a great extent, breaks up new ground The interest of the 

volume is inexhaustible.” — Globe. 

“ A handsome volume for the drawing-room table. A splendid book, useful 
and oniamental The publishers as well as the Editor have dis- 

played perfect taste in the production of the work.” — Life. 

“ It has been a happy thought, and so far as our recollection allows us to 
suppose, it is an original one, to collect the lyrics interspersed in English, prose 
fiction. The dainty volume is the painstaking compilation of Mr. W. Davenport 
Adams.” — Daily Telegraph. 

“ A happy idea occurred to Mr. Davenport Adams when he determined to collect 
from the pages of English novels, dating from Elizabeth to Victoria, a series of 
representative songs. The result of his labours is a volume containing over one 
hundred and twenty poetic gems, many of which are of such beauty and worth 
that one can hardly forbear the question— Why has it not been done before? 
Probably no one has hitherto credited our English novelists with the possession 
of sufficient poetic genius, and if, in some standard work of fiction, an odd verse 
or so should find its way into the author’s accustomed prose, it has not met 

with much attention or respect on the part of the reader To most 

people this publication will come as a revelation.” — Morning Post. 
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Fliihsophy in Tlie Kitchen : General 

HINTS ON FOODS AND DRINKS. By the Author 
of Tlie Eeminiscences of an Old Bohemian/’ &c. Crown 
8vo., cloth. 3s. 6d. 

“ The most recommendablo book on cookery that has been published 
in England for many long days.” — Saturday Review. 

“ The recipes in the Old Bohemian’s ‘ Philosophy in the Kitchen ’ makes 
one’s mouth water.” — Graphic. 

“The Old Bohemian is arordan him amongcooks, and a capital raconteur. 
Ilis chapter on salads alone is worth the price of tlie hook.” — Lady. 

“A racy, chatty, and instructive book.” — Scotsman. 

“ A remarkable book, cleverly written, full of thought and brimming 
over with original suggestions.” — British Confectioner. 

“ Excellent recipes, some of which are absolutely new.” — Figaro. 

Will quickly take its place among the culinary standards of Brillat-Savarin, 
Kettner, Fin Bee, Tegetmeier, and the no less able, but more desultory, George 
Augustus Sala.” — Practical Confectioner. 

“ An amusing cookery-book, probably the only one in the language. 
To housekeepers who are not above taking valuable hints as to the preparation 
of food, to those who look upon eating and drinking as the chief ends of 
life, and to all and sundry who like useful information none the less because it 
is lightened with genial gossip and spiced with sparkling anecdote, ‘ Philosophy 
in the Kitchen ’ is a book we can recommend.” — Spectator. 

“ Sets forth the conclusion with regard to meat and drink of one who 
has had many opportunities, and has used them wisely and well. Ho is a prophet 
to whom the dyspetic may listen on occasion with pleasure, and of whom the 
haughtiest plain cook may learn certain virtues of practice. His remarks on the 
distillation of colfee are such as should be read in every kitchen.” — Athenceum. 

“ Full of useful and sensible advice to cooks and their accomplices ; and receipt 
after receipt, blended with anecdotes new and old, take this volume out of the 
usual run of cookery-books.” — Chemist and Druggist. 


Folk and Fairy Tales. By Mrs. Burton 

Harrison. With Twenty-four original whole page Illustra- 
tions by Walter Crane. In pictorial cloth case specially 
designed by Walter Crane. Gilt edges. 7s. 6d. 

“ Messrs. Ward and Downey have, in ‘ Folk and Fairy Tales,’ by Mrs. 
Burton Harrison, earned the gratitude of the youngsters, for tlie fairy stories 
are all good, well-written, and excellently illustrated.”— Fair. 
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“ Mr. Crane’s prettiest pictures. . . The stories are well told and enter- 
taining.” — Saturday Review, 


“ Bogi is Mrs. Burton Harrison’s hero, a lonely little boy in a big house, sur- 
rounded by any number of servants, a not too kind governess, and a papa who is too 
busy in his business to find time to pet Eegi. In fact, in the house everything 
seems to be out sympathy with child-nature. But it is not so. The items of hric-a- 
brae that lie about the drawing-room are moved to speech ; some eighteen 
pieces each tell a story, befitting its caste and country. In this way a ‘ Bussian 
Tea-Urn ’ relates in a.new form the story of ‘ Vasilissa, the Wise,’ the ‘ Three 
Silver Feathers,’ a version of an old "Welsh Bomance ; the * Arabian Pipe,’ a 
resetting from the ‘ Arabian Niyhts the ‘ Norwegian Wedding Crown,’ a story 
from the Norse ; and so on throughout the book. But Mrs. Burton Harrison’s 
resettings of these twice-told tales are entertaining ; she has the gift of telling a 
story so that it will catch a child’s ear, and that in my opinion, is among 
writers a rare accomplishment. It should commend the book not only to every 
nursery and schoolroom but to all such as delight in reminiscences of their age 
of pinafores. The four- and- twenty pictures from Mr. Walter Crane’s pen that 
illustrate the stories should not be passed over without a word of praise. Mr. 
Walter Crane is a mannerist, but his mannerisms are invariably refined and 
artistic. In the illustrations to Mrs. Harrison’s book he has given play to his 
fancy, and the result is excellent. The pictures are above, in no small degree, 
the ordinary type of book illustrations. Mr. Walter Crane lias produced 
nothing to equal them since he published his delightful ‘ Hrimm,’ in 1882.” — 
Pictorial World. 


“ Hans Andersen, of course, is the master of this kind of story tolling, and 
we cannot read any book of this sort without thinking of him ; but Mrs. Burton 
Harrison is a very apt and skilful disciple, and there are not a few of these — 
they number some twenty altogether — which are well worthy of the magician 
himself. Mr. Walter Crane seconds the author’s pen most excellently with his 
pencil.” — Spectator. 

“ Fortunate is the author whose book is illustrated by Mr. Walter Crane. 
The matter it contains will at any rate be well recommended by the pictures 
which accompany it. ‘ Folk and Fairy Tales ’ by Mrs. Burton Harrison possess 
this advantage, but it must also be said that they could very well stand alone 
on their own merits. Mrs. Harrison has collected a number of fairy tales of 
different countries, and has told them in a simple and attractive style. They 
lie out of the beaten highways of fairy tales, and will be new to most readers ; 
but they have the genuine ring of folklore about them. It will probably strike 
even ardent admirers of Mr. Crane that the absence of colour has enabled him 
to give freer scope to his imagination, and that the bright coloured picture 
books by which he is so well known may tend by their readiness of effect to 
hinder the exercise of the finer qualities of his art. These are abundantly 
manifested in the beautiful drawings scattered through the volume.” — ; 
Manchester Guardian, 

“ It is many a long day since we have seen such a capital collection of stories 
for little people as Mrs. Burton Harrison’s ‘ Folk and Fairy Tales,’ a new 
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budget from Fairyland just published by Messrs. Ward and Downey. The book 
is illustrated with no end of pretty pictures by Mr. Walter Crane.” — Lady, 

“ ‘ Folk and Fairy Tales ’ are welcomed with delight, and serve to restore 
that lightness of heart which should never be absent from the young. The idea 
of making tbe various objects in the room tell their tales to a little boy is not, 
perhaps, quite original, if indeed such a thing as originality exists after so many 
centuries ; but it is well carried out, and the pictures by Mr. Walter Crane are 
drawn in a fanciful style, well suited to the text, and characteristic of the 
artist.” — JUMniny Post. 

“ Both young and old lovers of fairy tales owe a debt of gratitude to Mrs. 
Burton Harrison for tbe publication of this delightful volume. It consists of 
the tales which were told to a companionless little boy by the very cosmopolitan 
contents of his father‘’s drawing-room. It kept up the writer of this notice 
much later than his usual bedtim-e. The book is tastefully bound, and the 
paper and printing is all that can be desired, while of the illustrations we need 
only say that they are by Walter Crane. This is one of the most charming gift 
books we have seen this season.” — Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 

“ This is really a splendid book for children, containing some twenty 
captivating stories of just the right length, with an ample number of excellent 
illustrations.” — London Fiyaro.^^ 

“ The tales are exactly such as children love, and are told in a simple and 
attractive manner. The book is handsomely bound and tastefully printed. The 
design on the cover is very quaint and pretty.” — Bayswater Chronicle. 

“ Who doesn’t revel in fairy tales ? They seem to charm us almost from 
the cradle to the grave. No sooner does the mind arrive at the stage of 
comprehension and the tongue can lisp a few words, the request is foremost, 

‘ Tell me a story !’ In middle ago it is much the same, although under another 
form, and age loves to hear again the stories it heard in childhood. A delightful 
collection has been formed by Mrs. Burton Harrison The idea is pretty. A 
little boy in New York dreams that he is in the drawing-room when, to his 
surprise, all the ornaments and curios scattered around are suddenly endowed 
with powers of speech, and, after an amusing squabble among themselves, they 
proceed to tell him strange tales of all countries. Thus ‘ Folk and Fairy Tales ' 
proves to be a most delightful gathering of legendary and fairy lore.” — Lady's 
Pictorial. 

“ The book is profusely illustrated with good woodcuts from drawings by 
Walter Crane, and taking it all in all, it ought to be a welcome Christmas gift 
to the young ones for whom it has been published.” — Freeman's Journal. 

“The scheme of the author, whoso * Old-fashioned Fairy Tales,’ of last year 
we have not forgotten, is the one familiar to all readers of Hans Andersen, of 
making a number of inanimate objects tell the story of their former life or of 
their own country to a child. In this case, the objects are not the worn-out 
playthings of a Scandinavian cottage, but the bric-a-hrac of* a spacious house in 
upper Fifth Avenue.’ Mr. Walter Crane has evidently taken great pains over 
the illustrations, which reach a uniformly high standard.” — Academy. 
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MR. B. L. FARJEON’S RECENT NOVELS. 


In Qj Silvev Sen. Second Edition. 3 vols. 

Crown 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

“ Those who commence it will become more and more interested, be unable 
to put it down until they’ve finished the third volume, and then will breathe 
a^ain, and be inclined to wonder how on earth it was they have Ween so spell- 
bound. For it is a quaint, weird, thrilling, mysterious, nightmarish work, like 
a screen of fantastic scraps put together with some sort of mysterious purpose, 
rivetting attention, and exciting curiosity. Occasionally the jerky dialogue 
recalls Victor Hugo’s style, especially in ‘ L’Homme qui Kit.’ ‘ In a Silver Sea ’ 
may be classed with ‘ Tiea&ure Island,’ ‘ In a Olass Harkly,’ ‘ Uncle Silas,’ 
‘ King Solomon’s Mines.’ . . . The creepiest creepers have been Mr. Le 

Fanil’s. But Mr. Farjeon has run him very near, and thrown in a touch of 
Hugoesquo dialogue into the bargain.” — Punch. 


The SttCred NuQfjet. Fourth Edition. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 

” The story is so interesting as to force one to turn over over the pages with 
something like real excitement.” — Atheuvcum. 


Great Porter Square : A Mystery. Fifth 

Editiou. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

“A masterpiece of realistic fiction .” — Morning Post. 

‘‘ One of the cleverest and most fascinating stories of the day.” — Society. 

The House of White Shadoivs. Third 

Edition. Crow’ll 8vo. 6s. 

“ A genuine bit of romance powerfully told .” — The World. 

An ably-written, interesting, even engrossing tale .” — Saturday Review. 

Grif: a Story of Australian Life. Picture 

boards. 2s. 

“ One of the best stories ho has produced, and full of high dramatic interest.” 
Scotsman. 
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THE POPULAR NEW NOVEL. 


As in a Looking-Glass. By F. c. Philips. 

Author of A Lucky Youn;:y Woman.” With a frontis- 
piece by Gordon Browne. Third edition. Crown 8vo. Gs. 

“ Clever beyond any common standard of cleverness.” — Daily Telegraph. 

“Remarkably clever, full of sustained interest.” — World. 

“ Marks a distinct epoch in novel-making.” — St. Stephen's Review. 

“ There arc ingenuity and originality in the conception of the book, and 
power in its working out.” — Scotsman. 

“ A powerful tragedy, a pf»rtfolio of character sketches, and a diorama of 
society scenes. Its characters are all real and living personages.” — Globe, 

“This original and realistic novel is distinctly clover.” — Morning Post. 

“ It will bo praised here, censured there, and read everywhere ; for it is 
unconventional and original, and in every sense a most attractive and remark- 
able novel.” — TAfe. 

“ That Mr. Philips’ story has hit the public taste is sufficiently evident 
from the fact that it has reached a second edition before we liave found time 
to notice it. Its success is not astonishing ; for it shows abundant cleverness, 
much knowledge of some curious phases of life, and a real insight into certain 
portions of ihat mysterious organ, the female heart.” — St, James's Gazette. 

“ Mrs. Despard is her own heroine in these pages, and confides to her diary 
tlio doings and sayings of lier daily life, and, with singular unreserve, tJie 

motives which influence and shape her actions He paints this 

woman as she is. The story is so shrewd and graphic, and Mrs. Despard is 
so cleverly wicked, that it would bo a comedy were it not always working up 
to a possible tragedy.” — Literary World, 

“ The pictures of life at ^fonte Carlo are very clever, and indeed the book is 
throughout exceedingly graphic; the book has a certain value as revealing the 
real condition, the o})inions, and the life of a considerable section of the 
wealthy pleasure-loving world of the day.” — Pictorial World. 

“ Unless Pope was a terrible libeller, which perhaps bo was, every woman is 
at heart a rake. Mr. Philips does not prove the truth of his motto in the 
cunningly devised fable which bears the appropriate title ‘ As in a Looking- 
Glass but he certainly draws the reflection of an accomplished rake who is at 

the same time a very woman Mr, Philips’ story is a work of art,^ 

and, being much superior to the rough sketches of an average novelist, it dis- 
charges the true function of every work of art by representing things as they 
actually are, and teaching the observer to discriminate between appearances and 
realities.” — Saturday Review. 
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Snow-hound at Hcwfle^s. By Bret Harte. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth. 2s. 6d. 

“ ‘ Snow-bound at Eagle’s ’ is in a somewhat gayer vein than moat of Mr. 
Bret Harte’s longer stories. The scene is, as usual, laid in the far West, and 
the effect of the story consists in the contrast between the wild life and the 
civilization which lie so close together, and the setting of it shows another fresh 

bit of vigorously sketched landscape The characters are struck off 

with the author’s invariable precision, and the story is told with his own 
inimitable terseness and careful avoidance of any reflections or descriptions 
which do not make directly for the end he has in view. It is one of his 
brightest and most readable stories.” — AthencBum. 

In the character of Ned Falkner, Bret Harte has created the sort of man 
who is best described as * an archangel a little damaged,’ which was Lamb’s 

description of Coleridge Force of circumstances turns Ned for the 

nonce into a species of highwayman, and in that novel capacity he, with his 
bosom friend George Lee, is ‘ snow-bound at Eagle’s ’ in the company of some 
of the most fascinating women Bret Harte has yet created. The whole action 
of the story takes place in about a fortnight, and the author skilfully shows how 
much may happen in that brief space to make or mar a life.” — Whitehall 
Review, 

“ Bret Harte’s band has clearly not forgot its cunning, and in ‘ Snow-bound 
at Eagle’s ’ we have something in the old style of ‘ The Luck of Boaring Camp.’ 
. . . . Well and vividly told ; and at some points the interest is intense. 

It is Bret Harte all through, and often Bret Harte at his best.” — Aberdeen 
Journal, 

“ A strongly sensational sketch of the characters of a couple of * road 
agents,’ as highwaymen are called in the Far West. The author, in his 
customary manner, and with all his old charmof style, points his moral that 
there is some good in the worst of men, which developes itself under favourable 
influences, and the manner in which the chance association with three good 
women softens and ennobles the character of these two unprincipled men is 
dealt with in a tonching yet humorous fashion that is perfectly irresistible. 
As in all the author’s works the people and places are refreshingly unconven- 
tional, and I have seldom read a book of his that I like more, although others 
have more deeply touched me. You will agree with me that ‘ Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s ’ is certainly a book to read more than once.” — Society, 

“ A delightful little novel The sketches of frontier life have all 

the old power.” — St, Jarnes'v Gazette, 

“ The story and the situations are entirely original The 

dialogue serves to bring out the individuality of each character, a rare excellence. 
The plot is natural, and the situations striking and suggestive. The word- 

painting is a triumph of simplicity and literary instinct By all 

lovers of literature, as well as by all renders of fiction, * Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s ’ will be enjoyed as containing some of its distinguibhed author’s best 
and most characteristic work.” — Pictorial World, 
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THE NEW NOVELS. 


A Luchy Young Woman. By F. c. 

Philips, Author of “ As in a Looking-Glass.” 3 vols. 
81s. 6d. 

A New Novel. By the Author of “Alasnam’s 

Lady,” &c. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

A Mental Struggle. By the Author of 

“ Phyllis,” A Malden all Forlorn,” &c. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

Double Gunning. By Geokge Manville 

Fenn. Second edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A Princess of Jutedom. By Chaeles 

Gibbon. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

A Peigning Favourite. By Annie Thomas 

(Mbs. Pender Cudlip). 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

In a Silver Sea. By B. L. Faejeon. 3 vols. 

31s. 6d. 

A Life’s Mistake. By Mes. H. Lovett 

Cameron. 2 vols. 21s. 

Duleie Caidyon. By James Geant. 3 vols. 

81s. 6d. 

At the Ped Glove. By Katheeine s. Macquoid 

Second Edition. 3 vols. 81s. 6d. 
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NEW NOVELS and NEW EDITIONS, 

(Each in One Volume.) 

Lzl LoTlUlBVm By Theo Gift. Crown 8vo. 

[In the Press. 

Double Gunning. By g. Manville Fenn. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 

The Saered Nugget By B. L. Faujeon. 

Crown 8 VO. 6s. 

Great Porter Square. By B. L. Fakjeon. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 

The House of White Shadows. By B. 

L, Farjeon. Crown 8vo. 61:. 

Grlf. By B. L. Farjeon. Cloth 3s. Cd. Picture 

boards. 2s. 

Less than Kin. By J. E. Panton. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 

Comedies from a Country Side. By w. 

OuTRAM Tristram. Post 8vo. 7b. 6J. 

IPropev Pride. By B. M. Croker. Crown 8vo. 

6s. 

Pretty Miss Neville. By B. M. Croeer. 

Ci'owu 8vo. Cs. 
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GoWdVcl dlld GoQUBttc. By the Author of 

“ Mrs. Peter Howard.” Crown 8vo. 6s. 

The Flower of Doom, By M. Betham- 

Edwaeds. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Viva. By Mrs. Forrester. Crown 8vo. Cs. 

The Prettiest Woman in Warsaiv. By 

Mabel Collins. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

As in a Looking Glass. By F. c. 

Philips. Crown 8vo. Gs. 

That Villain f Romeo ! By J. Fitzgerald 

MoLLoy. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

David Broome. By Mrs. Eobert O’Eeilly. 

Crown 8 VO. 5s. 

The New River. By Edward Fitzgibbon. 

Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

A Maiden all Forlorn. By the Author of 

“ Phyllis.” Crown 8vo. 8s. Gd. 

The Outlaw of Iceland. By Victor Hugo. 

Cloth. 2s. 6d. Picture boards. 2s. 

Folly Morrison, By Frank Barrett. Crown 
8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Honest Davie, By Frank Barrett. Picture 

boards. 2s. 

Under St. Paul’s. By Eichard Bowling. 

Picture boards. 2s. 

The Duhe’s Sweetheart. By Eicuard 

Dowlino. Picture boards. 2s. 
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NEW SERIES OF SHILLING NOVELS 


4. JPf'incC of DciThnOSS. By Florence 

Wabden. Autlior of The House on the Marsh,” &;c. 

A ppirited melodrama, written with unflagging buoyancy, and overflowin/ 
nth exciting occurrences.” — Si. Jaiiu‘s\^ Gazette. 

“ A book which is notliing if not exciting The secret is ex- 

remely well kept, and the discovery of the mysterious Mr. Beresford’s 
dentity deserves to rank with the unmasking of Godfrey Ablewhite at the 
)nd of Mr. Wilkie Collins’s ‘Moonstone.’ ” — Saturday Review, 

M.olh(l. (Popular Edition of “ Christmas Angel.’') 

By B. L. Fabjeon. 

“ A gem of truthful, pow^erful, poetic writing, and the striking originality of 
;oncoption and idea., which distinguishes it throughout, marks it as a woj'k 
^part. ’ ’ — Morvi uy A dverti ser. 

Oliver^S Bride. A Modem story. By Mrs. 

OLiniANT. Tenth thousand. 

A jicrfect gem.” — Vanity Fair. 

“ A pow'crful story, told in elegant English Full of dramatic 

jower . ” — Satura ay Jtevietv . 

The Dark House ; a Knot Um'avelled. 

Bv (teoiige Manville Fenn. New and Enlarged Edition. 
Fifteenth thousand. 

“ An insci'utahlc and hcwildering mystery.” — Pall Mall Gazette. 

A Deadly Erratld. By Max Hillary. Author 

of “ Once for All,” &c. 

“ Not the sort of book people should read just before going to bed, because 
when once taken up it is impossible to put it down until it is finished.” — 
Whitehall Review. 

Eve at the Wheel. a story of Three Hundred 

Virgins. I3y George Manville Fenn. Tenth thousand. 

The story is unusually original, both in plot and treatment.” — Manchester 
Gtiardian. 

“ A delightfully fresh and readable story .” — Glasgow Herald. 

Eaten By “Boston.” 

“A curiously engrossing story.” — Society. 

“ This spirited story. . . It is a novelette after the manner of the famous 

series which were written by Harriet Martineau.”— 2’opicaZ Times. 
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IN THE PBESS. 


AN ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF 

Old Court Life in France. By Mbs. 

Frances Elliott. Author of The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily/’ &c. Koyal 8vo. With twenty whole- 
page Engravings. 7s. 6d. 

AETF GUIDE TO PARIS. 

Living Petris, a New Guide to Paris, based on 

an original plan. With Maps, &c. By Richard White- 

ING. 


Tillotson’s Sermons. Selected, Edited, and 

Annotated by the Rev. G. W. Weldon, B.A. Crown 8vo. 
7s. 6d. 

In the Hejaz : Six months in Meccah, 

AN1> MY JOURNEY TO MEDINAH. By John F. 
Keane (Hajj Mohamed Amin). 

Atla. A story of the Lost Island. 


The Lady Drusilla. A Psychological Ro- 

mance. By Thomas Purnell. 

A Witch of the Hills. A new Novel. By 

Florence Warden. Author of “ The House on the 
Marsh,” “ A Prince of Darkness,” &c. 


WARD & DOWNEY, 

12, YORK STREET, COVENT GARDEN, LONDON, W.C. 







